PENTHOUSE 


lg INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE FOR MEN APRIL 1977 $1.50 


JIMMY BRESLIN SAYS 
PUT EXECUTIONS 
ON LIVE TV 


NICK VON ee. SAYS ; 
LIFE IN WASHINGTON : 
IS CAPITOL PUNISHMENT 


GARNER TED ARMSTRONG: 
THE PROFIT OF DOOM 


LIVING WITH (SOB!) 
A SMALL PENIS 


THE FIERCE PHILLY FLYERS: 5 
ASSASSINS ON ICE 


COPS FOR HIRE: 
A DEADLY BUSINESS 


EXPLORING S&M 


zaeee 
g2a3s 

3363 

23a 

ow 


= 
-SeIOON 


ss 
ase 
28 
oF 


| was trying to 
be sophisticated 
and then 

it happened. 


Oe 


that’s the breaks. 


Regular and Menthol 


in soft and hard pack Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


17 mg. “tar;’ 1.1 mg.nicotine, av. per cigarette—hard pack, by FTC Method; 
. . 18 mg. “tar’’1.1 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette—soft pack, FTC Report Apr.'76, 


Is it live, or is it Memorex? 
Well, Melissa? 


We put Melissa Manchester to the Memorex test: 
was she listening to Ella Fitzgerald singing live. or 
a recording on Memorex cassette tape with 

MRX2 Oxide? 


It was Memorex, but Melissa couldn't tell. 


It means a lot that Memorex can stump a singer, 
songwriter and musician like Melissa. 


In fact, when you record your own music, 
Memorex can mean all the difference in 
the world. 


MEMOREX Recording Tape. 


Is it live, or is it Memorex? 


«1977. Memorex Corporation 
Santa Clara, California 95052. US A 


10 years ago 
your hair didn't need | 
the protein it needs 

today to look its best. 


Chances are, your hair looked 
healthier ten years ago. It was 
thicker, fuller, and it had more 
protein. And that's what hair is 
made of. But as time goes by, 
your hair loses protein— 
continuously. Which is why you 
need Protein 29 Hair Groom. 
Because Protein 29 actually 
adds protein to individual hair 
shafts. It helps your hair look 
thicker, fuller, healthier. More 
like it used to look. 

Your hair is irreplaceable. 
Wouldn't it be a good idea to 
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ORGET the domestic 

carmakers. 

Last year, they 
stopped making 
convertibles. (“An end 
of an era,’ the national 
magazines said.) 

Forget Volvo, Saab, 
Datsun, Toyota. 

They don’t take 
the trouble to make 
convertibles, either. 

Forget Mercedes and 
Rolls. 

They can stick ona 
price tag roughly 
equivalent to a one- 
family house in the 
suburbs. 

Remember the car 
below. The Fiat 124 
Sport Spider. 

Its headroom, as you 
see, can be infinite. Its 
legroom, although a 


LOOKING FOR ACAR 


WITH HEADROOM? 


good deal less, is more 
than anybody except 
an NBA center needs. 
And it’s wide enough so 
your elbow room is 
pretty good, too. 

Put your head inside 
and you'll see a 5-speed 
synchromesh gear box 
and an instrument 
panel that’s more than 
a couple of idiot lights 
and something to get 
your cigarette going. 

You see, the Fiat 124 
Sport Spider, besides 
being one of the few 
convertibles left, isa 


true sports Car. 
Under the hood is a 


twin overhead cam 
engine. The brakes are 
discs on all four wheels. 
The tires are radial-ply. 

And the design? 

Classic Pininfarina. 

Which will not only 
provide you with all 
the headroom you 
want, but will also turn 
a few heads in the 
bargain. 
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MARK GOODMAN 


HARLAN ELLISON 


ROGER NEVILLE WILLIAMS 


HOUSECALL 


They're everywhere, hovering by supermarket doors, standing unob- 
trusively by bank vaults, demanding your shopping bags in book- 
stores. Although they look quite official in snazzy uniforms and shiny 
badges, security guards have no more authority than the average 
Joe has. 

But don't tell them that. Not long ago, at a private lake, a security 
guard shot and killed a child who had ignored his command to get 
out of the water. Then there was the well-intentioned but somewhat 
misguided fellow who, attempting to scare the hiccups out of a 
woman, whipped out a pistol, which went off and shot her between 
theeyes. 

Bad enough, But these hired guns pose a menace whose 
dimensions are downright staggering. Did you know that the law- 
enforcement network includes about 1 million people, more than 
half of whom are in the private sector? That the average security 
guard Is “an aging white male, poorly educated, usually untrained, 
and very poorly paid"? What happens when a man like this is given 
a gun and the go-ahead to use it? Find out on page 74, in “This Gun 
for Hire,’ an excerpt from George O'Toole’s latest book, The Private 
Sector: Hired Police In America, which will be published in the fall 
by W.W. Norton. 

O'Toole, who is a regular contributor to Penthouse, says that he 
came across this vast police subculture in the course of researching 
his book, The Assassination Tapes (Penthouse Press). "This is a 
little industry— everyone knows one another; they are all intercon- 
nected, ... Even if these guys don't have the power of police, they 
sure have a lot of clout.” And it's the kind of clout that, coupled with 
incompetence, can lead to needless violence and mayhem. 

Indeed, gratuitous violence may be the hallmark of our times, 
especially in the black-and-blue world of professional sports. 
Speaking of violence, fun 'n’ games division, brings us, naturally, to 
the Philadelphia Flyers, known to ice hockey cognoscenti as the 
Broad Street Bullies. 

Behind every hard-hitting hockey team is an equally deadly 
mastermind, and Flyers’ coach Fred Shero is no exception. But 
there's a madness to Shero's method—the man is prone to chalking 
obscure passages from Dostoevski on locker-room blackboards 
and has also been known to play such pranks as making his men 
skate around on one leg for forty-five minutes “for no reason at all.” 
Somehow, in the process, he has transformed the Flyers from “a 
congeries of profoundly mediocre castoffs" into Stanley Cup cham- 
pions. In “Assassins on Ice; page 68, veteran sportswriter Mark 
Goodman illuminates the disparate facets of Shero's enigmatic 
personality and finds that they form a very gemlike flame. 

No one, however, would call Harlan Ellison enigmatic. “What's 
new?" we asked the highly acclaimed science-fiction master the 
other day. “Well’’ he replied cheerfully, “I just got divorced for the 
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GEORGE O'TOOLE 


RICHARD NEVILLE 


RANDALL, BROOKS, AND FRIENDS 

fourth time, my mother died, and | just sold a TV series to CBS for an 
inordinate amount.of money" For a stronger taste of the Ellison 
genius, turn to page 132 and read “Hitler Painted Roses" a sinister, 
eerie tale of celestial error. The story concerns one Margaret 
Thrushwood, housekeeper and femme fatale, and how two men's 
passion for her effects her fall from grace. There are cameo 
appearances by Jack the Ripper, Lucretia Borgia, and a German 
housepainter who needs no introduction. 

It doubtless would shock the millions of Americans who watch 
Garner Ted Armstrong on television to learn that the mellifluous 
evangelist was mute until he was two years old. He hasn't been 
speechless since. His voice booms over the airwaves from Los 
Angeles to Memphis, from San Antonio to New York. His magazine, 
The Plain Truth, has a circulation of 3.2 million. Above—or below— 
all is the fact that Armstrong is a fire-and-brimstone prophet of doom 
who has realized a huge profit from fear. On page 50, author Roger 
Neville Williams probes into the vast empire of the nation’s most 
influential apocalypse-mongetr. 

For many of us, our problems are of a more existential nature. Are 
you worried about the size of your penis? “Lots of men are,’ says 
author Richard Neville. "There are not many taboos left, but men 
discussing their genitals is one of the last!” On page 108 Neville 
takes this rather painful subject and makes light work of it. “Belated 
puberty is a traumatic adventure, and I've always wanted to exorcise 
that experience. ... You could say my story is about one man’s battle 
against big cocks.” 

Some say that motorcycles are merely phallic symbols. We don't 
know about that, but they sure are fun. Regard the jolly set of lunatics 
in the above photo. The somewhat exposed blonde is Suze 
Randall, who photographed “Heavy Metal" (page 114) and whose 
book, Suze, will be out next month. That particularly manly speci- 
men (being fondled) is Penthouse Art Director Joe Brooks, who 
also shot the glorious photographs of Donna Simpson, page 120, 
Thatlucky man 

Penthouses pleased to announce that this month marks the first 
in a regular series of columns by Nicholas von Hoffman. This 
month the controversial and witty Washington Postcolumnist takes 
on nothing less than his hometown, the District of Columbia: 
“Washington has the highest income per individual or per family of 
all metropolitan areas in the United States. It's full of government 
workers who end up paying themselves staggering salaries)’ says 
von Hoffman, “but the only thing they're successful at is rewarding 
themselves.” 

This month's Advise and Dissent features another controversial 
author—Jimmy Breslin, who has written a chilling satire of the 
nation's bloodlust for executions. Why not on prime-time TV? 
Breslin wonders. Author of the bestselling World without End, 
Amen, Breslin is completing a novel about a construction worker in 
New York City. “It better be a good one, or I'll be a suicide;" he states 
gruffly. On prime-time TV? 

And, to keep those spring-fever juices flowing, we've got a 
gorgeous gaggle of April's most glorious girls. Ota 
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Seagram presents everything 
you need to make America’s best- 
tasting drink. 


We call it The Seven & Seven seagrans 
You'll call it delicious. 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising oul of Penthouse. its contents. its aspirations. and its areas of interest 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in) capitals please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially 


Interrupted melody 

About two years ago | was working in the 
San Joaquin Valley near the town in which | 
grew up. When | looked up an old high- 
school friend of mine, he invited me over for 
beer and talk about the good old days. 

When | arrived, | was shown into the living 
room, where he introduced me to what 
appeared to be his girl friend's younger 
cousin, Bobbi, who was wearing a flannel 
nightie. (His girl friend, | learned, was work- 
ing that night.) Bobbie's voice sounded very 
mature for what | guessed to be a twelve- 
year-old's body, but the beer began to flow, 
and | didn't give the matter much thought. It 
had been ten years since | had been in the 
area. Bobbi entered into the conversation 
every once in a while, but for the most part 
she justlistened. 

About midnight Bobbi came over to my 
friend and wriggled her way onto his lap. 
While he kept up the conversation, she 
sipped from his can of beer and then lay her 
head back on his shoulder. The hour was 
late, and | assumed it was past her bedtime. 
So you can imagine how surprised | was 
when he placed his hand between her legs 
and began to caress her pussy through her 
panties. And | was even more surprised 
when she opened her legs wider to allow 
him better access. 

My friend, seeing the look of shock on my 
face as | watched him push the crotch of her 
panties aside and slide his finger into her 
open pussy, just smiled. He explained that 
Bobbi only looked twelve and that she was 
really twenty-two years old. He and Bobbi 
had often gotten it on together behind her 
cousin's back. | still didn't believe him; so he 
took her driver's license out of her purse on 
the end table and showed it to me. | looked 
at the picture of her incredible, twelve-year- 
ald-looking face and at her twenty-two-year- 
old birthdate! He and Bobbi were both 
laughing now as they explained it was a joke 
they loved to play on people who did not 
know Bobbi. | started laughing, too, and 
when they saw that, they moved on to the 
next act of their joke. Bobbi got off his lap 
and knelt in front of him. She opened his fly 
with apparent expertise, pulled out his limp 
cock, which she kissed and licked into 
hardness. Her mouth was small and his dick 
was so large that she could only get the 
head of it inside her mouth. She used both 
her hands and her mouth, and that seemed 
to be adequate because my friend's expla- 
nation of their life together became more 
and more incoherent as she continued to 
suck. 

| must state that after the initial shock of 


the situation wore off | myself became 
excited and developed a hard-on. However, | 
continued to drink from my can of beer and 
watched in complete fascination as Bobbi 
gave the only head that | had ever witnessed 
without being a participant. 

After a period of time my friend came, and 
Bobbi missed swallowing only a very small 
amount of his sperm. It was obvious to me 
that she enjoyed what she did, because she 
continued to lick his cock even after it 
began to soften. She told us that she liked 
the taste of his come. 

Then my friend offered her to me, and fora 
very short time | hesitated. But when she 
knelt at my feet and started rubbing my 
erection, | gave in. | had to help her with the 
unfamiliar zipper in the front of my trousers. 
My dick was a great deal smaller than my 
friend's, and so she was able to get more of 
it in her mouth. She made deep fucking 
motions with her warm mouth, and | could 
see her saliva trickling down my dick. | am 
unable to describe just how good it felt. 

Just as | was about to blow my cork, she 
pulled my cock away and asked if she could 
try to put it in her pussy. She said that she 
couldn't fuck my friend because he was too 
big, but that | would probably fit. My friend 
drank his beer and said go ahead. | said 
okay, and Bobbi lifted her nightie and got on 
top of me, straddling my erection. Her pussy 
was warm and wet, and so was my cock. It 
was a tight fit, but she managed to work it in 
and out, going a bit deeper with each stroke, 
until | could feel my dick hit the back of her 
pussy. She rode it with only about an inch 
and a half left outside. My friend pulled her 
nightdress up and out of the way so that we 
could all watch my dick go inside her. We all 
three became very aroused, and | once 
again neared my climax. 

Then Bobbi's cousin came home from 
work and saw us fucking, and the shit hit the 
fan. She yelled at Bobbi to stop, she shouted 
various obscenities at my friend, and she 
screamed at me to get the fuck out of her 
house before she called the police. My hard- 
on wilted as | pushed Bobbi off me, zipped 
up my trousers, and did exactly as she 
directed: got the fuck out. 

As | left, | could hear Bobbi crying and my 
friend trying to calm his girl friend. Whether 
Bobbi cried because we were interrupted or 
out of fear of her cousin, | still don’t know. 

| learned a harsh lesson that night and 
promised myself never again to get in such 
a situation. But once in a while, as I lie in my 
bed masturbating, | remember and wish that 
the experience could have lasted a little 
longer.— J. S., Los Angeles, Calif 


Gas. It could change 
your brand to Fact. 


You might not know it, but cigarette smoke is 
mostly gas—many different kinds. Not just ‘tar’ 
and nicotine. 

And despite what we tobacco people think, 
some critics of smoking say it’s just as important to 
cut down on some of the gases as 
it is to lower ‘tar’ and nicotine. 

No ordinary cigarette does 
both. But Fact does. 

Fact is the first cigarette with 
the revolutionary Purité’ filter. And 
Fact reduces gas concentrations 
while it reduces ‘tar’ and nicotine. 

Read the pack. It tells how 


you get the first low gas, low ‘tar’ icc etre cigarette with 
smoke with good, rich taste. The selective filtering agent. 
tinker ac ani Selective. 
___ Taste as good as the leading [RRiinesnsieredueesspecnie 
king-size brand. gases in smoke that taste bad. 
ELS * 4: Without removing the elements 
And that’s not fiction. fhabemns sood! 
That’s a Fact. So, for the first time, you get 


low gas, low “tar,” and satisfying 
taste in one cigarette. 
Fact: The low gas, low “tar.” 


Available in regular and menthol. 


Fact: The low gas, low ‘tar’ 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


_The active 
ingredient in 


Mon Triomphe 


There is no one quite like 
you. You've got your own 
personality. Your own 
chemistry. 

And that’s the active 
ingredient in Mon Triomphe 
cologne. 

Mon Triomphe has 
imported essences and 
oils that are designed 
to mix with your body 
chemistry to give you 
your own individual scent. 

Ascent that only you 
can wear. 

Get the cologne that's 
as distinctive as you are. 
Mon Triomphe. 


Mon Triomphe Cologne, 
Atter Shave, Musk Plus Cologne 
and other fine grooming aids 
Available at selected dept. stores 
and olhertinestares- 
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Teaching assistance 

Since | read the Forum letter, a couple of 
months ago, about the Ph.D. balling one of 
his students, | have been debating whether 
or not to write you about my similar experi- 
ence. | gave in. 

Ina medium-sized school, | was putting in 
time as a teaching assistant while | pursued 
my M.S. degree. | was four to five years older 
than almost all of the students in my 
classes. Therefore | always played it cool 
with the student chicks, making sure to 
spend as much time talking with the guys as 
| did staring at the tits of the girls. | didn't 
wantto geta reputation as a dirty old man, 

All the guys in the office said that if they 
were ever blatantly approached by some 
grade-hungry vixen, they'd give in. | felt the 
same, but as graduation neared, the 
chances for such an encounter looked slim. 

Bul about a week before finals, one of the 
foxier girls in my class stopped by my office 
to check on her grade. It turned out to be a 
forty-one. She asked if she could stop by my 
office later that night to get some extra 
tutoring. Such sessions are common, and | 
thought no more about her request—until 
she showed up, that is, 

She was wearing a tie-dyed man's under- 
shirt—the kind with the big, scooped-under 
arms—and a pair of gym shorts. The cool 
night air had caused her nipples to harden, 
and the deep brown circles were clearly 
visible through the thin material. Her tits 
were about C-sized and stood out very 
nicely from her small rib cage. 

She said she had dozed off and was sorry 
to be so late. | told her that there was no 
problem. 

| began to go over some of the areas she 
was weak in, and after a couple of minutes, 
she shifted her chair so that it pointed more 
in my direction. There, by the light of my 
desk lamp, | got a beautiful view of her black 
pubic hair. Still trying to be cool, | settled 
down in my chair and quietly stared at her 
shorts, Then she slid her ass down, too, and | 
saw the side of her cunt. The shorts were 
working their way up to show perfectly the 
outlines of her cunt. She slid down more, and 
| saw the material slip all the way inside the 
lips—as far up as it could go. This freaked 
me out. | glanced up at her face, and she 
was looking right at me, smiling sweetly. | 
didn't know how to react. She solved the 
problem for me by sliding her hand over her 
leg and slowly scratching her exposed cunt. 

| figured that if that wasn't blatant, nothing 
was; so | stood up and stepped over to her. 
Her hand met my body and started massag- 
ing my balls. She sat up and began to undo 
my belt. | put my hands on her shoulders 
and began to rub her neck. She pulled my 
cock out and began to suck it furiously. | 
didn't move my hips at all. | just stood there 
and enjoyed it, After a couple of minutes, 
she stopped and stood up beside me. She 
said, “I'm not too good at studying, but I'm a 
hell of a fuck. How would you feel about 
grading my performance?” “Sure; | said. 

At that, she stepped back and pulled her 
shirt over her head and then quickly re- 
moved her shorts. | reached over to lock the 


door and was out of my clothes in a flash. 
While | was hungrily sucking her great tits, 
she was pumping my cock with one hand 
and rubbing my ass and balls with the other. 
We shifted to the wall, and | leaned her 
against it and went down to taste her pussy. 
As | ate her. she had her first orgasm. | stood 
up, and as she stood on the tips of her toes, | 
slipped my cock into her. She dropped her 
legs back down and pounded her hips out to 
meet my every jab. | grabbed her ass and 
lifted her a bit. She then wrapped her legs 
around my back, and we fucked like mad. 

My shoulder and back muscles began to 
give out; so | turned and sat her on the edge 
ot the desk. She lay back slowly, scattering 
books, papers, and pencils to make room, 
After she gol situated, | raised her legs up in 
front of my chest. She slipped her hand 
down between her legs and rubbed the 
shaft of my cock and her clit at the same 
time. | feltas close to heaven as I'll ever be. 

Pumping harder and harder, | pulled back 
too far and my cock slipped out of her cunt. 
Moaning, she grabbed it and began to rub 
her cunt furiously with it. She rubbed up and 
down while we both pumped toward each 
other, Digging her heels into my shoulders, 
she lifted her ass off the desk and began to 
rub from her pussy to her ass hole, moaning 
louder the lower she rubbed. After a little of 
this, | got the idea. Releasing my strangle 
hold on her ankles, | grabbed her ass and 
pulled her cheeks apart. Her rubbing be- 
came more localized, | pushed deter- 
minedly, and she directed the efforts. My 
prick began to slide into her ass. | pumped 
in short jabs and soon had it all the way in 

Reaching up to grab her tits, | started 
working for my orgasm. Her hands went 
back to her pussy and rubbed violently as | 
really reamed her ass, 

About sixty seconds later, we both bucked 
and bounced to a mutual orgasm. | slumped 
down into a chair while she went to the 
ladies’ room to get some towels. She came 
back and wiped my cock off very nicely. We 
both got dressed, and | assumed that she 
was going to leave. She asked what her 
grade was now, and | said that it was better, 
but not A quality yet. After some discussion 
we decided that we'd go to my place to see 
if she could better her grade some more. We 
ended up making it twice more before we 
quit. What a night! 

When grade time came around, | figured 
what the fuck and gave her a C.—A. D, 
address withheld 


Right. And sorry to hear about your tenure 
rejection, 


Stuck up 

| have finally delved into the mysteries of a 
high-toned, stuck-up broad | had almost 
written off as unfuckable. 

My wife and | feel that we are very sexually 
liberated and compatible with one another. 
We belong to the country club, and | work 
hard at my distributive sales business, 
which keeps me on the road most of the 
time, My little green-eyed, blonde wife, Fran- 
ces, iS a vivacious gal, and we have 
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and keep on swit 


Nothing to do. And someone. close. 
Some things you just know are 
right. Like Schlitz. We've been im- 
proving what's right about our 
beer for over a century. Because 
we know you never lose your 
taste for quality. 

We know something else, too. 


What could. be meferright than 
enjoying a Schlitz from inside 
your own. Pawleys Island Ham- 
mock? Look: for: details on how 
to order wherever you see the 

i Display. Then 
keep on swingin’ all year long. In 
style. 


There's just one word for beer. And you know it. 


WATCH THE ACADEMY AWARDS SPONSORED BY SCHLITZ. MARCH 28 ON ABC. 


© 1977 Jos. Schlitz Brewing Co., 
Milwaukee, Wis. 
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swapped a few times with other couples— 
no orgies, just bedroom swaps that serve to 
make us more deeply appreciative of each 
other's wares and company. She is proud of 
her well-hung husband. and I'm proud of my 
saucy little wench. 

This one couple, Joan and Patrick, are a 
pair we would probably never swap with 
because he doesn't turn Frances on. Joan, 
however, drives me up the wall. 

We play bridge occasionally, and I've 
danced with Joan at the country club. She 
certainly likes to rub her stuff all over me on 
the dance floor, but she is very standoffish 
when | suggest anything else. She loves to 
put a guy down quickly and play the high- 
brow, turned-up-nose, prick-teasing ploy 
when she is given the opportunity. | refuse 
anymore to swallow her bait and give her the 
chance to develop the situation. She loves to 
bat a guy down with sarcastic, vernacular 
comments of hers. Nevertheless, she is a 
tall, long-leaged, sexy, small-busted woman 
who I've often thought just needs a good 
fucking. 

Frances knows that Joan turns me on, and 
besides observing us together, she has dis- 
cussed the matter freely with me. Frances 
quite frankly appreciates my enflamed 
arousal because our bedroom antics go on 
and on after I've spent an evening in the 
company of Joan and her husband. She 
chuckles about it and kids me, asking when 
am | ever going to score with that uppity 
prick teaser. 

On one occasion we had them over for an 


out-door cookout and bridge. Joan had ar- 
rived wearing very tight, white tennis shorts, 
with her pussy slit plainly visible and so 
prominent that it was just begging to be 
patted and played with. She and | indulged 
in barefoot-footsie games under the table 
most of of the evening. One time during the 
evening, when Frances was mixing drinks in 
the kitchen and Pat was in the bathroom, 
Joan reached under the table and felt my 
throbbing, straining cock, and | was allowed 
a quick feel of her hot, moist pussy. She gave 
me a big, bright-eyed look, with her pouty 
lips shaped in a big, silent “Oh” as she gave 
my aching cock a final firm squeeze and 
then acted as if she were surprised that | 
was in such an aroused state, 

On a recent cool fall day, instead of 
playing golf, | cleaned the garage and 
washed Frances's car because she had 
driven mine across town to see her mother. 
After a shower | lay down, savoring the 
solitude in my terry-cloth robe, on the shag 
carpet in front of a nice fire in the fireplace. | 
put on a stereo tape, opened a beer and 
commenced leisurely stroking my hammer 
to enjoy a fantasy-fuck —when who but Joan 
should brazenly walk into our den, thinking 
Frances was home. My cock sprang to its 
full, vibrating height—nine inches—and | 
just lay there, enjoying the stunned expres- 
sion on Joan's face as she stared at my 
dancing prick. Her lips parted, and her 
tongue was just visible as she moistened 
her lower lip and, somewhat regaining her 
composure, uttered hoarsely, “My God, I've 
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never seen anything like that! | knew you 
were big, but——" 

| settled back on my elbows and slowly 
smiled, allowing my stiff organ to beckon to 
her This high-toned broad slowly came 
across the room, mesmerized, and flopped 
down alongside me, almost knocking over 
my bottle of beer Enjoying the shocked 
state she was in, | told her that we had the 
entire afternoon to play if she wanted to. 

She looked me up and down in her pas- 
sionate, brown-eyed, trancelike gaze, and 
her breathing became heavy. She reached 
forward with both hands and grasped hold 
of my hard shaft, one hand above the other, 
the swelling, purple head still exposed 
above her fisted, delicate hands. She started 
stroking with one hand while the other was 
playing with my hairy bag of family jewels. 
“Damn you, you'd make two of my husband;" 
she said. Moaning, she leaned forward and 
licked off the first drops of moisture. Then 
she took that head between her lips and 
began gently sucking. She tongue-laved 
and sucked strongly until my excited cock 
began to jerk spasmodically in her mouth; 
then she drew her lips noisily away from it— 
almost regretfully—and commenced taking 
off her stylish clothes. 

| had already decided to see just how far 
this hoity-toity, cock-suffering broad would 
go without foreplay or my making any moves 
to screw her. Her light brown bush did not 
hide, but instead nicely framed, the puffy 
paradise between her legs, and she ran her 
artistic fingers up and down her body, from 
her swelling breasts down across her flat 
belly to her moist cunt lips. 

She stepped over my hips and lowered 
herself down on my slick, dancing ar- 
rowhead. | watched as she reached down 
with both hands and spread herself open 
even more, and | could see the pink inner 
surfaces of her dripping pussy as my cock 
head entered and the weight of her body 
gradually came down on it. Here was this 
unfuckable, good-looking, aloof woman 
working her way down on my slowly disap- 
pearing shaft. She would swallow an inch or 
so of it with her clutching, squeezing pussy 
and then stop and rotate her hips and work 
the internal muscles of her tight cunt until 
we both groaned from the delicious tension 
of it. 

By the time she had half its length inside 
her, her eyes were really glazed and her 
breath was coming hoarsely. Suddenly she 
murmured, “ This is great. You feel so good in 
me, So big. I've never had a cock like yours in 
me. | want all of it!" She then tugged at my 
hips and | hunched upward, grasping her by 
the waist, and she had all of it. Her 
stretched-tight ass hole was smack against 
my balls, and her weight rested on my hip 
bones, Then she commenced a slow, rock- 
ing motion, which was soon a frantic buck- 
ing motion, and | jerked my hips upward in 
rhythm with her, and my come shot hotly up 
into her as she convulsed and collapsed on 
my chest in her own orgasm. 

Fantasy-fucking her had never been like 
this, | thought as we lay together by the fire. 
Joan even sipped a couple of cool beers 
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After bringing you a perfectly practical 
car, it should come as no surprise that we 
now bring you a car that's practically perfect. 

The Volkswagen Rabbit. 

In February of 1976, Car and Driver said 
of our car, “What we have now is a faster 
Rabbit that has benefited from step-by-step, 


@ under-the-skin attention to detail 
—which is damn encouraging 
because it shows that VW is 
sending the already-excellent 


Rabbit down the yearly refine- 


Practical 
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perfect. 


ment path that made the Beetle last almost 
four decades. Using that system. the Rabbit 
may be the world's first perfect car in justa 
few short years: Last year alone, we made 
17 major changes and improvements toward 
making our '77 Rabbit even more perfect. 

Since it was already big on room and per- 
formance, we added fuel-injection to help 
give it easier starts, yet allow it to use an 
economical grade of gas. 

In a world that's far from perfect, isn't it 
nice to find something that's practically there. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


PalipMall 100's ....... 19 mg. “tar”, 1.4 mg. 
~titofine. av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec.’76. 
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Bi¢otine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


© Pall Meall-Filter King . .. 18 mg. “tar", 1.2 mg. 
/ hicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec.’76. 
~PallMall Extra Mild . . . 7 mg. “tar”, 0.6 mg. 


PALL MALL GOLD 100’s 

The great taste of fine 

Pall Mall tobaccos. 

Not too strong, not too light. 
Not too long. Tastes just right. 


PALL MALL RED 

with a filter. 

America’s best-tasting 
king-size cigarette... 
made to taste even 
milder with a filter. 


Only 7 mg; tar. 
Lower than all the Lights. 


20 FILTER 
CIGARETTES 


PALL MALL EXTRA MILD 
Lower in tar than 

95% of all cigarettes 

sold. De-tarred but 

not de-tasted. 


YOU DON’T HAVE TO 
STOP WHAT YOU'RE DOING 
TO EAT THEM. 


The trouble with most snacks is that,when 
you re eating them. there's not much else 
you can do. 

dust try eating a bag of popcorn with- 
out using both hands. Or nibbling on 
peanut butter and crackers while you're | 
lining up a putt. 

That's what makes Slim Jintsuch 
a pertect snack for busy people. 

It's small, neat, and individually 
wrapped. So you can take it fishing, 
boating, hiking, traveling, or just 
about anywhere else. 

Get chewy. all-meat Slim Jim at 
your grocers. In mild, spicy, 
pizza, bacon, or salami. 

‘Then. when vou need a snack 


NEPWr 
you wont have to stop for one, Sy 


few 
ALITTLE LESS THAN A MEAL. Wie 
ALITTLE MORE THAN A SNACK. 


Matrix™ enclosure (shown in this 
photo of the 901 III without its grille 
and walnut veneer cabinet). To fully 
appreciate its performance, ask a 
Bose dealer to play the 901 III in 
comparison to any other speaker, 
regardless of size or price. For a free 
brochure, write Bose, Box P4, The 
Mountain, Framingham, MA 01701. 
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Patents issued and pending. Copyright©) 1977 Bose Corp. 


Introducing the Bose 901® Series Ill: 
the most innovative new speaker since 
the original Bose 901 was introduced 
in 1968. The 901 Series Ill reproduces 
music with spaciousness and realism 
unequalled, we believe, by any other 
speaker. Yet it uses less than /3 as 
much power as the original 901, due 
to anew, high-efficiency driver. Out- 
standing bass performance is made 
possible by the unique Acoustic 
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with me that afternoon, even though she 
never touches beer. We later sucked each 
other off; and, finally, with the help of some 
of Frances's cold cream, | targeted into her 
Virgin, rosy-cheeked rosebud. 

was very bullish that dreamy afternoon in 
front of the fire; and before bedding my 


| Sweet wife that evening, | sought the vi- 


tamin-E bottle and a very rare steak—and 
contemplated, with Frances, the mysteries 
of a former cock teaser—WE, address 
withheld 


Discipline disciple 

The two years during which Karen and | have 
been married have been the most sensuous 
years ever. Karen is five feet three inches tall 
and above average in looks. Her best assets 
are her 34 C breasts, which are capped with 
silver-dollar-size nipples, and her thirty-four- 
inch ass. She is the only woman | have 
known whose sex drive is endless: so we are 
always looking for new ways to make our 
sex life more interesting. For the last eigh- 


| teen months, we have been bondage freaks 


and have recently found that we like a little 
S& Malso, 

Two months ago | had to go on one of my 
infrequent business trips. When Karen 
picked me up at the airport, she told me 
about her weekend. She had invited the new 
girl at the office, Debbie, who is five feet five 
inches tall and weighs 59 pounds more than 
Karen's 118 pounds, to spend the weekend 
with her She had been in town for only two 
weeks. Friday night they had too much wine 
to drink after dinner, and they started talking 
about sex. Debbie started to cry and said 
that her sex life was nil and that she had 
been to bed with a man only twice. Karen 
tried to comfort Debbie and asked her to 
come into the bedroom with her. Debbie sat 
on the bed as Karen pulled out a shoe box of 
Polaroid photos (more than 120), most of 
which showed either Karen or me in the 
nude, masturbating and bound to the bed or 
chair. Some showed Karen with a bisexual 
girl friend she recently had met. Debbie was 
getting turned on by the photos and the 
descriptions that Karen was giving. Debbie 
said that if her sex life were one-tenth what 
ours is, she'd be in seventh heaven. At that 
Karen took out from her dresser some old 
pantyhose, a bottle of baby oil, and a dildo 
that I'd given her for a wedding present 
Karen told Debbie to undress and lie down 
on. the bed. At first Debbie was shy, but 
finally she did, and Karen tied each wrist 
and ankle to a corner of the bed. Karen 
poured baby oil over her breasts and teas- 


| ingly played with them. Debbie screamed 


that she wanted to come; so Karen poured 
some oil into her cunt and fucked her with 
the dildo. After Debbie came, she fell asleep 
with the dildo still in her and Karen took four 
photos. Even though they were only photos, | 


| could clearly see Debbie's body covered 


with sweat and the oil. 

It seems that during the next two days of 
the weekend Karen helped Debbie to make 
up for lost time, and the both of them loved 
every minute of it. Karen had asked Debbie 
over for the coming weekend so that the 
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your hand than many others 
put under the dash. 


Big Mike’ Model RJ-3450, 
40-Channel CB. 
All the controls, indicators, 


_- Large LED Channel Display. 


even the speaker are pee Power Switch/Volume Control. 
on the detachable mike. n { 
sf u ___ On-Air LED Indicator. 
Squelch Control. "> Lights up when 


Silences background noise. CHANNEL ON 4IR you're “‘on-the-air.”’ 


Noise Blanker/ANL Switch. eS 
Eliminates unwanted signals. 


. cH-s- ( hd Auto/ Manual Scan Selector. 
aaa oc a 5 <. = . Sette “auto,” it automatically 
caainiunlcaen in © . , tA ne first busy channel. 
an emergency ir the first vacant one. 
“manual” to scan 


annels, one at atime. 


Manual Channel Selector. 


a igs aig = 


/ - * 
oe B® om 


}-t6-Talk Control. 


4 Watts of Power. . 5 
The legal maximum. And all the circu J 
can be hidden in yo 
Panasonic 1-year “ ia 
Parts and Labor meee S 


Hideaway Transceiver. 


~+ All the expensive circuitry 
Limited Warranty.* “t ~_ canbe hidden under 
Backed by a ns the seat. Or in the 
nationwide network Wt i d 
1et trunk with the optional cable. 


of service centers. 


That's theft prevention. 


2anasonic. 


ead of our time. 


Pore “ 
gies 


Bigfoot's 
eeding ground: - 
We hid acase.of - 


Canadian Club — 
here,thenran — | 


ike crazy. 2 


oe 


Here's how you can find the C.C. _ 


For more than 165 years tales of Bigfou ta 
massive 8-foot-tall, 500-pound humanoid 
have haunted the natives and visitors in the 
rugged Pacific Northwest 


evidence indicates that Bigfoot is in fact 


Considerable 
now stalking the dark forests and lurking in 
the dank ravines along the Cascade 
Mountain Range. 


Keep your ears open! Watch your back! 

Our burial party moved with caution once 
we learned that thousands of respected 
people from around the world believed in 
Bigfoot's existence. So with a 48-pound 
case of Canadian Club strapped firmly to 


al! 
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one man’s back, we deployed five other 

men to cover his front, rear and tlank 
Each man was Carefully 

trained to spot the incred- 


movie film (19€ foot on 


the banks of Bluff ¢ rel in ¢ 
ible 17% inch footprints so common in the area. Each man 
had studied firsthand accounts of the creature’s behavior, in- 
cluding most of the confirmed Bigfoot sightings. And yes, at 
times each man struggled with a special kind of fear. 


On November 5, 1976 
threading our way through this primeval 


after hours spent 


forest, we found Bigfoot's feeding ground, 
buried the case of C.C. and quickly re- 
turned to civilization. But for the rest of our 
lives we will never know what some of us 
suspected all along...that Bigfoot himself 


Was Watching our every move. 

Directions for a few brave souls. 
Ihe buried C.¢ 
number of mi 


is located almost the same 
s south of Canada’s Good 
Hope Mountain (eley. 10,617 tis north 
of Blutf Creek in northwestern California. 
4) You'll know you're on the 

ae .. right track when you 

ve | stumble on a tem 
is ie fe porarily dormant 

aes a | volcano. Now pro- 

ceed somewhere 
between 6 and 9 


miles (as the eagle flies) from this mountain’s 
frigid peak to an eerie pile of broken green 
roc ks. 


Standing high on this unnatural rock pile, 


walk 65 paces due east to a stream. Turn and 


walk 70 paces due south. Then freeze in your 
tracks. Because exactly 11 inches below the 
soft, virgin forest floor 12 bottles of C.C. are 
resting peacefully. 

Most people will choose to enjoy the 
smooth taste of Canadian Club in the security 
of their own homes and never venture into 
Bigfoot's feeding ground. And for that, nobody 
can blame them. But, if you are the brave one 
who searches for and finds our delicious 
treasure, we strongly advise you not to linger 
in the forest. 
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Phase Linear 400: 
The best selling amplifier 
in the world. 


Since its introduction, the Phase Linear 400 


Power Amplifier has been hailed internationally 


as the undisputed "best buy” and best per- 
former among all the super amps available 
today. And for good reason. 

For some time, most serious listeners have 
considered a high powered amplifier a neces- 
sary component in a home stereo system. Most 
high quality speakers are inefficient and 
demand great reserves of power to play 
recorded music at realistic levels. 

But until the introduction of the 400, this 
additional power was an expensive extra few 


home stereo owners could enjoy. Advanced 
technology developed by Phase Linear has 
resulted in a high quality, high performance, 
power amplifier that, at a suggested retail 
price of $499, becomes a practical investment 
for a stereo component system. 

The Phase Linear 400, with its tremendous 
power reserve, enables your sound system to 
deliver real- life listening levels with extremely 
low distortion levels without clipping, at a very 
reasonable price. 


See your dealer for an audition. 
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three of us could have an orgy, but Karen 
wanted to be in complete control. 

| had never met Debbie before; so after 
she arrived that next weekend, we got to 
know each other over lunch. Debbie and | 
cleaned up the kitchen. After lunch Karen 
finished preparing the living room and bed- 
rooms for us and then returned to the kitch- 
en, wearing only a string halter top and hot 
pants. She ordered us to the bedraom. 
Under her watchful eye and following her 
instructions, we undressed each other and 
measured Debbie's pleasingly plump figure 
of 42D-36-40. When hard, her nipples stood 
out more than an inch, 
| Following Karen's instructions. | dupli- 

cated what she had done to Debbie the 
previous weekend. After tying her to the bed, 
| | licked, sucked, and bit my way from her 
| neck, across her breasts and st tomach, to her 
| pussy. Debbie was breathing in gasps and 
moaning when Karen handed me the dildo 
and told me to fuck her while she put spring- 

action clothespins on each nipple, under her 
| arms, four across her stomach, and one on 
each pussy lip. Debbie's screams were both 
of pain and pleasure when she came. 

All day Saturday | attended to Debbie, 
| teasing, fucking, and sucking her on the 
| bed, the kitchen table, and the low divan in 
the living room. When Karen needed to 
come, either she had Debbie suck her pussy 
or she masturbated with the dildo as we 
watched. Sometimes we would both b 
bound, and Karen would tease and torture 
each of us together while we licked her ass 

orclit. 
| Debbie became more bold and wanted to 
Start having a little revenge on me. By 
Sunday | had become the main attraction. | 
was Debbie's slave for most of the day. At 
one point | was laid on a plastic sheet with 
both feet tied to a door frame Debbie 
poured three or four ounces of oil into my 
ass hole and inserted a small rectal sleeve. 
As she fucked my ass, Karen took a belt and 
whipped my legs, ass, and stomach. Debbie 
then sat her pussy on my face while Karen 
tied my arms to Debbie's thighs. As | sucked 
her pussy and ass, she ran anylon hairbrush 
over my cock and balls. As we both reached 
orgasm, she took my cock and twisted it, By 
Sunday night, all Of us were pretty well worn 
out. The three of us have become very close 
frends and mutual lovers. We have also 
found new personalities in ourselves, and | 
enjoy having two sexy women either to 
master or to serve. Debbie has become 
quite adept at bisexuality, and she loves 
getting all the sex she can handle 

Karen and Debbie will be back from a 
shopping trip soon (Debbie is on a diet and 
has lost twenty-two pounds already), and 
we'll be ready for another full weekend 
—A,K.. Dallas. Tex 


Beer bust 

While my two friends and | were recently 
driving to northern Canada for a weekend 
fishing trip, an expetience occurred which 
changed my feelings about the credibility of 
a great many of your letters. Upon entry to 
Canada, my two cohorts and | immediately 
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headed for the first brewers’ reta/| outlet that 
presented itself. Needless to say, a certain 
amount of liquid imbibing began to ease the 
boredom of travel. 

The evening progressed, and as we 
skirted the city of Toronto on one of the 
major expressways, it became very appar- 
ent that | needed a pause for bladder evac- 
ualion—badly. No rest areas were accessi- 
ble, and we found ourselves motionless in a 
canstruction-area traffic jam, which ruled 
oul my stepping out of the vehicle to relieve 
myself at roadside. The only possible solu- 
tion to my problem was to use the empty 
beer bottles at hand, 

It was late evening, and one ol us was 
asleep in the front seat while only the driver 
and | (in the backseat) were awake. Quietly, | 
proceeded to fill the empty glassware. in 
order to assure accuracy, | forced what is a 
rather small appendage into the opening of 
the bottle and proceeded to relieve myself 
With two bottles filled, | started the third. 
Soon | had found the knack of easing a fait 
amount of myself into the bottle. (As | said, | 
am quite small and thin,) With the bouncing 
and motion caused by the car, | began to get 
an enormous (for me) hard-on. And my 
organ—as you might have guessed— 
wound up stuck in the bottle. The combina- 
tion of trying to urinate, the tight sensations. 
and the movement soon became unbelieva- 
bly stimulating. Soon the third bottle was 
three-fourths full. and the warm liquid 
splashing against me added to the excite- 
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ment which | was feeling, 

Realizing that the one friend was asleep 
and the other was deeply involved in his 
driving, | began to devote myself completely 
to moving stimulations. Needless to say, it 
wasn't long before | enjoyed one of the most 
overpowering orgasms of my life The driver 
noticed my excitement, which | passed off 
as felief from being able to empty my 
bladder. 

Since that time | have lubricated myself 
and entered similar bottles filled with warm 
water, allowing myself the |uxury of Orgasms 
much the same as on that night in the 
backseat of the car. —C.H.M, Rochester N.Y. 


Obviously not for the man who's having 
more (han one. 


South of the border 
On a recent trip that my wife and | took to 
Mexico, a Spanish business friend living in 
Mexico took us to a private house near 
Acapulco that specialized in sex exhibi 
tions. These were not acts between couples 
(with one exception) but solo performances. 
For example, in one room was a Woman 
who could not have been more than five feet 
tall and probably weighed less than ninety 
pounds. She inserted into her cunt one of the 
most enormous dildos | have ever seen. | 
thought that it, Was going ta split her in two, 
but she was smiling all the time. She even 
made it |Ump up and down in the same way 
thata guy can make his cock jump, 


gm - 


In another room was a woman who made 
milk squirt out of her tits although the 
management swore that she wasn't preg- 
nant. Her boobs were not heavy and dis- 
tended, as you would expect of a pregnant 
woman, (My wife asked her if she was 
pregnant, and she replied, rather indignantly, 
“No, senora, no one knock meup.") 

But the most fascinating thing was the 
guy billed as the "nonstop masturbator” His 
cock was enormous. It was billed as being 
thirteen inches long. That was a bit of an 
exaggeration, but I'm sure it was half again 
as long as my own nearly seven-inch tool. 

He bowed to everybody, sat down in a 
chait, opened his fly, and began pounding 
his enormous dong, carrying on a conversa- 
tion in Spanish all the time he was jacking 
off, When he came, it wasn't quite the 
gusher you might expect, and so he apolo- 
gized, saying that he had just shot off for 
another audience. 

The exception to the solo performances 
was one my wife and | chose not to see 
when it was described to us. It involved, they 
told us, a brother and sister, ten and eight 
years old, Our Spanish friend told us that the 
boy and girl were the kids of the man and 
wife who ran the place 

As we were aboul to leave, the proprietor 
asked us what we liked best. We told him 
the jerk-off artist. He told us that tor an extra 
twenty dollars each, he would have the guy 
suck himself off for us. This performance 
took place probably less than an hour after 
we had watched him come. It was a fan- 
tastic sight. He got the whole head of his 
cock into his mouth; and when he shot att, 
he let the come dribble out over his cock 
and balls. And he thanked us forcoming! 

I'd never jerked off for a woman before; 
but when we got back to the hotel, my wife 
begged me to jack off for her. I'll have to 
admit it was terrifically erotic for me, and | 
know she felt that way, too —M. C.. New York 
NLY 


Joke stroke 

All my life I've had a great yen to expose my 
cock to a group of women and put on a 
jerking-off demonstration for them. | picture 
myself lying naked on a bed while the 
broads crowd round and watch me shoot my 
load. 

Unhappily, I've never had the opportunity 
to put on my act; so I've had to vent my 
frustrations by shooting Polaroids of myself 
and mailing them to people who write to the 
swinger publications about exchanging far- 
out pictures. 

Not long ago a friend of mine got hold of a 
cock that was made out of the soft rubber 
material used for fleshlike dolls’ bodies. This 
“mock cock" looks just like the real thing, 
except that it's about three feet long! 

On the body side, it is hollow fora depth of 
about seven inches so that you can fit your 
hard cock in it. It fits tight against the pubic 
hairs; and when It's fitted on, it looks for all 
the world like a real, three-foot-long cock. 

| took a number of Polaroids with the 
mock cock coming out of my lly and me 
holding the head jin both my hands. The 


crowd | go around with are not way-out 
swingers, but | figured | could show them the 
pictures as a joke. 

_ Well, it worked. The gals shrieked with 
delight and said how funny it was. Then one 
of them asked me to show them the gizmo. | 
went into the bathroom, got a hard-on, fitted 
the gizmo onto my cock, then pushed it in 
my pants, and zipped up my fly. 

“Where's the thing?" one of the broads 
asked when | walked out. | zipped open my 
fly and began pulling out this monster, inch 
by inch. Everyone broke up. When | reached 
the end of the contraption, | tossed the head 
to one of the broads. Still laughing wildly, she 
began to whirl it around like a jump rope 
while one of the other broads jumped over it. 

| pretended | was going through ecstasy 
and then began to moan as if | were having 
an orgasm. Everyone thought it was hi- 
larious—but | actually was having an 
orgasm! It was fantastic. No one knew 
because all my come went inside the mock 
cock.—PC., address withheld 


Eye balling 


Having been blessed with a girl friend of 


fertile imagination, I'm delighted to say that 
the summer months brought this attribute to 
extremely high levels. She found that in the 
heat of a midsummer's day the flesh of my 


scrotum expands considerably and she can | 


drape one of my testicles over each side of 
the bridge of her nose. She would then 
proceed to titillate them with her eyelashes, 
bringing me supreme pleasure. She has 
now developed her optical prowess to the 
point of being able to wink alternately at a 
blinding pace, causing a sensation, | assure 
you, of ineffable delight 

|, too, possess somewhat of an imagina- 
tion (although not quite so lucid as my 
lady's) and have taken steps to further this 
newly acquired engagement: having dis- 
carded the proverbial wallet condom some 
years ago, | now carry, in the event of a 
fortunate encounter on an evening out, a pair 
of false eyelashes for those ladies not quite 
so well endowed. | humbly admit that in the 
cool of the winter my endowment does not 
extend quite so far either. 

| suggest you have a go at this technique. 
Itis truly refreshing. —/V.F, Boston, Mass. 


Female forum 
Although most men consider me attractive, 
all my life | have been bothered by my huge 
nostrils. But recently | found what an advan- 
tage such an unusual physical feature can 
be 

One night | had a terrible sinus headache, 
and my boyfriend jokingly said he could get 
rid of it. He moved up on our bed and 
straddied my shoulders as | lay flat on my 
back—his ass cheeks pressing into my 
nipples and the head of his cock poking 
against my nostrils, We both started laugh 
ing, but this mood gave way to one of arousal 
when he squirmed against my flattened 
breasts and | got turned on by the vivid sight 
and smell of his throbbing member. | began 
to lick the underside of his penis. He reacted 
immediately: his prong hardened, and | 
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could soon feel his balls banging against 
my chin. While this was going on, | was 
fingering my cunt and rubbing my clit, My 
laver then let loose a torrent of jism into my 
nostrils. As | felt his flood pour into my nose, | 
myself came ina series of three uncontrolla 
ble orgasms 

It's remarkable that not only was this one 
of the best sexual experiences of my life but 
it also Cured my sinus headache, | would 
recommend the therapy to everyone, as 
both a medical cure and a new sexual art 
form. —C.G., Chapel Hill N.C 


Uniform code 
Having just been separated from my wife, | 
needed something to do to fill my empty 
nights. Through a friend | got a job as a 
security Quard al a local drive-in movie 
theater, And since | Was a deputy sheriff al 
the time, | was able to wear my uniform for 
an off-duty job Such as this 

One night, while | was standing next t 
the ticket booth, a girl drove up ina carall by 
herself. This 


nterested me, be 


use she 


very cute, with an angel face and a 
C 1 body (from what | 
When | asked her jokingly if she wasn't 

ared coming there alone, she replied wit! 


could see ol it) 


smile, “| won't be now that | know you'r 
Still joking, | said, "You 
just tell me where you're going to park, and 
| b6 around to keep checking on you,” With 
a deadly serious face, she said, “In the last 
row on the left side. I'll be waiting.” 


‘ 


here to protect me” 


Figuring | had nothing to lose, | took a 
walk over to her car about an hour later, With 
a big smile on her face, she asked what had 
taken me so long, and we started talking 
She looked me over, saying how fantastic | 
looked inmy uniform. When it started to rain 
she said, "Quick, hop inside before you get 
that beautiful uniform all wet” 

We continued talking, and she told me 
that she and her boyfriend had broken up 
and that she was really depressed, | sym 
pathized with her, and before | knew it, we 
both embraced and were kissing wildly 
lost all contro] and started feeling her up 
(nrough her sweater This really got her 
going, and after first rubbing my cock 
through my pants, she unzipped me and 
began working it furiously up and down with 
her hand. We both got the idea to get inte 
it al the same time, and by the 
time | got her clothes off, her panties were 


the backse 


soaked. She kept on s aying, “Oh, your poor 
beautiful uniform, it'll be ruined” 2 
pulled furiously to get it off. Well, she 
f enough, and | was too fast. B 
uld toss jt back to the front seat, | shot my 


ver it. So 


just continued to finger 
uck her while she buried her tace in the 
at off 


ome puddle on my uniform, She ¢ 
S,and soon afterward, with her 
aS ready again. It was one of the 


best backseat fucks I've ever had 


And, afterward, ofc 
responsible for my uniform and insisted (hat 


ourse, she said she felt 


| go home with her so she could clean it ur 


After it was all cleaned up, pressed, and put 
on a hanger, we jumped into bed and fucked 
until noon the next day.—G.D,, Albany N.Y 


Regular customer 
|was widowed eleven years ago, but |have a 
small self-service business that keeps. me 
busy. At my age, | just think about sex, or at 
least | did during the past eleven years, until 
five months ago. Since then | have been 
participating again. | don't have to c 
that for a man over fifty | just can't go oul 
looking for it as when! was twenty, The bes! 
partis thatitactually came to me 
Unknowingly, | had been sort of setting 
the stage for it, an encounter with one of my 
very good-looking customers. Pauline came 
in every week to my store; and frequently 
when | was not busy. | would have a cup of 
coffee or Coca-Cola with her and just talk 
about politics, taxes, the weather her two 
SONS Who had just gone into the service, and 
S50 on. | had frequently commented on what 
4 Well-shaped and proportioned body she 
had and what beautiful, tan, smooth skin and 
gorgeous, large green ¢« 
what a lucky man her husband must have 
seen, And although Pauline is five foot ter 
ind about 160 pounds, her build and car 
flage is near perfection, | Knew that she 


she had and 


having some trouble with her husband run- 
ning around, although | could not under- 
stand how he ¢ 
told her so several times 


lt was on a Saturday last 


ould be so 


Jctober, about 
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two jn the afternoon, and the store was quiet. 
Pauline asked to use our restroom; so | took 
her back and unlocked the door and started 
to leave. But she took me by the elbow and 
said that she wanted me to stay. Then she 
locked the door, closing both of us inside. It 
is a large restroom with an adjacent store- 
room. There was one attendant in the store, if 
any customers were to come in. 

Pauline got right down to what she want- 
ed. She said that she knew that | had not 
been getting any sex and that every man 
needs sex. She also explained that she had 
not been getting any either because her 
husband had been running around on her 
and she had cut him off, but, needless to say, 
a woman also needs sex. She said there was 
no reason why both she and | couldn't enjoy 
a little physical relaxation—just between 
friends. | just looked at her and said, "At my 
age?” She answered, “Baby, | know what is 
best for you, and | know how you are better 
than you probably realize, and | know that | 
can surprise you." 

With that, she told me to take my pants 
off. and she slipped her dress off, her half 
slip, and then her panties, and then was | 
surprised. | started to get a hard-on. She sat 
on the stool and proceeded to give me some 
fellatio; and when she had me hard as a 
rock, she made me sit on the edge of the 
stoo| and lean back with my legs together, 
and she sat on top of me. In this position my 
cock was farther into her than | had ever had 
itina woman in my life. She was perfection, 
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and | felt like it, too. In this position her tits 
were rightin my face; and when | kissed and 
sucked on her big, brown nipples, she loved 
it more than ever. The emotion vibrated all 
the way down to and through her precious 
pussy. 

She comes in every Saturday without fail, 
and we always wait until business is slow 
and then we “go to the bathroom” together. | 
must admit that my whole outlook on life has 
improved. She has made me happy again, 
and | hope that | am keeping her happy, 
too.—S.R,, Baltimore, Ma. 


Buldoes she ever buy anything ? 


Game, set, and match 
In this small city each of the intramural 
clubs and teams of the high school has an 
associate sponsor who helps the teacher- 
sponsor or the coach.| came here about two 
years ago, when | was twenty-seven and 
unattached, Being a former college tennis 
player, | became the associate sponsor for 
the boys’ tennis team, 

| met some nice people, especially after 
Christmas, when Kay became the associate 
sponsor of the senior-high girls’ swim team. 
Kay was a pretty blonde of twenty-five with a 
lovely figure, and we began dating. When 
spring break came, | learned about initia- 
tions. 

The freshmen were initiated by groups. No 
one had to participate, but anyone who 
didn't faced a bleak senior-high career. That 


year, in deterence to equal rights, the girls 
initiated the guys, Kay's team was in charge 
of my boys. Those girls even sent out written 
notices. | hadn't received one, but one of my 
boys showed me his. The last paragraph 
read, “You will be nude the entire time, with 
your hands tied behind you. If you can't cut 
it, drop out now.” 

My much older brother had a daughter, 
age sixteen, who attended the same school, 
and whom | related to quite well. So | called 
Cathy. She said, “We know what happens to 
a guy when he's paddled tough. He gets all 
hard. By having him tied, the girl controls the 
action” 

| now knew why no school coach was 
involved and why the initiation would be 
held at a girl's house, with her parents gone, 

Frankly, | felt a bit left out—until the mail 
came, | received my own invite, with a note 
attached: “The girls want to initiate you, too. 
And so do |, We hope you'll come. Kay” Wha 
could resist? So, on that night | picked up 
the seven guys, and, full of rude jokes and 
silent apprehension, we drove over ta meet 
our destiny. 

Seven lovely teenage girls and Kay met 
us. Within five minutes, to a cry of “let's see if 
these tennis players can really serve," each 
girl led a boy off to a room. Kay led me to one 
and promptly said, "Strip down, sponsor, and 
let's begin.” | did, and she tied my wrists 
behind me. | felt nervous, yes, as she took 
me to the game room, naked and half-erect, 
where | found my team equally nude and 
tied, seated on the floor in a circle. | was 
added to the pile, 

The girls looked us over closely and sub- 
jected us to such jokes as “You must be 
tennis players because you brought your 
balls’ As we watched, damn nervous, each 
girl took a long, hard paddle from a table. 
“We have our own rackets," Kay announced, 
and they formed us in a bigger circle, facing 
out, bent over from the waist. “Now, girls,” 
Kay said, “lets practice our line smashes." 

Each girl gave each of us five cracks with 
a paddle. After fifteen, some guys were 
sobbing, and | admit that after twenty | had 
tears running down my face. | was pleading, 
“Please, oh please, take it easy, please!” 
long before the last girl slammed number 
forty into my enflamed, aching butt. 

The girls laughed at our wet eyes and 
trembling lips, but we didn’t feel too bad 
once each male realized his cock was 
longer and thicker than ever before, The girls 
suddenly had warm eyes and quick, husky 
voices. They began fumbling with their own 
buttons and zippers, and moments later, 
eight beautiful nudes stood before us. 

Each girl had a guy lick her out and warm 
her up; she then traded with another girl, 
who repeated the process. Running my 
tongue up into a young, hot vagina was 
heaven, and every drop was nectar. 

But as the fourth girl settled over my 
mouth, | suddenly felt panic. | had come 
once, but, unlike the boys, couldn't pop right 
back up for hours on end. | felt myself rising 
slowly—damn slowly—and | feared the re- 
marks a half-limp cock would bring. But Kay 
was an angel. | heard her say, “| want to 


swap. Now. Ever since | met him, I've wanted 
to lick him up, and | can't wait any longer’ 

In amoment, Kay knelt alongside me, and 
while the others watched, fascinated, she 
ran her tongue over my shaft, licking the tip, 
and caressing my balls with her fingers. 
Finally, | was rigid, and Kay was sucking 
sweetly. Soon she was drinking down my 
come. 

With her help | got through the night 
without embarrassment. Afterward, on the 
way home, | was finally alone with Kay. “I'm 
glad you came,’ she said and kissed me. 

| felt in my crotch a renewal of interest. | 
thanked her for helping me out and saving 
my male ego from embarrassment. “I really 
have wanted to lick you up,” she said, “and 
you tasted great.” | stopped the car in a 
secluded area, and | kissed Kay long and 
deep, feeling my renewed interest surge 
again. “Practice makes perfect!’ | said and 
began to unbutton. 

| got home in the wee hours of the 
morning. Late that afternoon, Cathy, my 
niece, dropped in to say all the girls had met 
to discuss the various initiation parties. | 
was reported to be “damn sexy” and “a 
good guy’ 

Kay and | live together now. We still 
chuckle over the fact that, last fall, several 
young, single guys and girls volunteered to 
be associate sponsors. We wonder why. 
—D.D., address withheld 


Surprising Jenny 

About a week ago, | stopped by my cousin's 
house early and discovered her stepdaugh- 
ter and her boyfriend on the couch. Since | 
entered through the carport, they didn't hear 
me, and | stood in the dining room, watching 
as Jenny sucked her boyfriend's cock. She 
was Wearing only her blouse. The rest of her 
clothes had been strewn on the floor Her 
boyfriend had only unzipped his fly and was 
apparently ready for a fast exit, Watching her 
suck his cock made my own quite hard, and 
| walked out and entered the house through 
the front door. 

Seeing me, the boyfriend beat a hasty 
withdrawal to the front door without even 
waiting to explain. Jenny, while shocked that 
| had seen her, was not exactly what you 
could have called contrite. She looked at me 
as ifexpecting some sort of questioning and 
then began to pick up her clothes. Instead of 
getting uptight about the whole thing, | 
decided to get a piece of the action.| pulled 
down my fly and sat on the same couch 
where the action had taken place. Not exact- 
ly a slow learner, Jenny got the message and 
began sucking my cock. Knowing that her 
mother would soon be home from school, 
where she teaches, | motioned for Jenny to 
pick up her clothes and head upstairs. 

Pulling off my pants, | decided to make 
her do the work. | settled myself on the bed 
and motioned for her to mount me. She took 
off her blouse and did just that. Being 
underneath left me free to grab those tits 
that were bobbing up and down as she 
rubbed her clit back and forth against my 
cock. Noticing from the quickened rhythm 
of her rubbing that she must be getting 
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THE AMOROUS ASTROLOGER 


MARCH 21 ARIES APRIL 19 


THE ARIES MALE 


he way Aries goes after a woman Is a 
spectacle in itself. You'd think it was the 
2venth game of the World Series —he's 
ilving it everything he's got, because jf 
he loses, there's justno tomorrow 
But win or lose, there will always be 
another tomorrow for Aries. As soon as 
some luscious lovely snaps at his bait, he 
begins casting around for another catch. 
And even if they just had the most torrid 
encounter this side of hell, Aries won't 
dawdle or be satisfied. He'll go in search 
of another enticing, enchanting creature 
whose smile can work his blood into a 
pipeline of very hot Cold Duck, 
In fact, the normal sexual temperature 
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BY MARTINE 


tor your average Aries probably /s at fever 
level. It would be redundant to say Aries 
has fiery emotions, because he has prac- 
tically no other kind. He's always in 
search of something that will satisfy his 
pioneering, ever-aggressive lust for ad- 
venture, 

Recently, a beautiful Libran wanting a 
consultation came to me in tears, hoping 
to find in the stars an answer not forth- 
coming from either psychology or com- 
mon sense. Her question: why had her 
Aries lover suddenly abandoned her? He 
had been so ardent, so wonderful. Then 
he dropped her like a cube of dry ice. It 
was as if he hadn't even had time to grow 
tired of her. The whole thing didn't make 
any sense. 


| drew up a chart of her lover—Sun in 
Aries, Venus in Aries, Mars in Aries—then 
showed her his character as revealed by 
the stars. She left a wiser young woman. 
There was nothing wrong with her and 
her man wasn't a freak or a nut. He was 
just a typical triple Aries. 

In business, Aries men are capable 
executives and natural leaders. They are 
daring and ambitious, and they are not 
self-doubters. They expect to get their 
way—and to get it immediately. (They 
usually find it hard to admit that others 
have a right to be wrong.) Give the Aries 
man a problem and he's sure to come up 
with several bold and original ways of 
solving it. The trouble is, his ideas are so 
far off the familiar rails on which other 


The KQDLBOX. 
. Flip open 
y extra coolness. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


* 


18 mg. “ter,” 1.3 mg, nicotine, w. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec.'76 Onawren 


people travel that opposition is inevitable. 

Unfortunately, an Aries is not the best type 
ta convince the opposition of a point of view. 
He can be persuasive as all get-out when he 
wants to be—he could probably sell stock in 
a buggy-whip factory. But when he runs into 
opposition, he turns brusque and impatient 
and adopts the authoritative manner of a 
general—or a dictator. That wins no friends 
or allies, and as a result his brilliant ideas 
often are never translated into reality. 

He has a reputation for not finishing what 
he begins. He will lose interest in a project 
as soon as another interesting one comes 
along, 

If, however, Aries can set his mind on a 
single goa! and pursue it. he becomes a 
formidable antagonist. His enthusiasm is 
irresistible. He's a tidal wave, and the best 
thing an opponent can do is to get out of his 
way. 


ARIES AS ALOVER 


He has no control over his passions. He 
must go anywhere his desires impel him, do 
anything they command him todo. 

He is an acter-out of sexual fantasies. The 
minute he finds himself daydreaming about 
a sexual situation, he sets to work trying to 
make it a reality He is drawn to attractive 
women. the kind who inhabit most male sex 
fantasies. And something about his blunt, 
direct approach— "the battering ram"—gets 
results where someone more subtle might 
fail. Before a woman knows it. he'll have her 
between the sheets, trying out some of 
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the acrobatics described in the latest sex 
manual. He believes sex to be one of the 
very best ways to exercise his imagination. 

lf Aries has a fault as a lover, it's that he 
doesn't waste much time on preliminaries. 
No holds are barred, but he'd like the grap- 
pling to start as soon as possible. He isn't 
too sensitive to his mate's changes of mood. 
Therefore, despite the energy, the imagina- 
tion, the sheer physical ability to perform— 
all of which a female is bound to appreci- 
ate—she can find herself left dangling like 
wet clothes on a line. What's worse, Aries 
won't even notice. He's had his kicks. 

As Aries gets older. the effort to keep up 
the flag may begin to flag. He tends to worry 
about the onset of impotence. And if the 
limps set in, he reacts in typical Aries fash- 
ion, To give an example: a Manhattan adver- 
tising executive wham | know, married and 
in his fifties, had at least six love affairs 
going concurrently. He had keys to all his girl 
friends’ apartments. Each evening, before 
he left his office, he would toss all six sets of 
the keys onto his desk, close his eyes, and 
pick one. Everyone envied his stamina until 
word began to get around that when he went 
to an apartment, nothing much happened, 
He was merely keeping up appearances. 

This very man finally came to me for a 
consultation. He confided that he had been 
“impotent” for months. His chart indicated 
that the source of his problem was the 
familiar one of a middle-aged “ram": he was 
trying harder and harder to prove he was still 
the man he used to be. | advised him to turn 


in his keys and to concentrate just on 
keeping the home fires burning. He te- 
covered his confidence and within a year 
was looking for other hearths to Keep warm. 
| knew that this was inevitable. After all, he 
was an Aries! 

Group sex 1s a turn-on for Aries males. A 
sex club in my community was started by a 
man born under the sign of the ram, and | 
recently talked to a girl friend of mine who 
once had him as a partner. She said it was a 
very interesting session, He introduced her 
to “horsey.” She had to get down on all tours 
and allow him to use genuine reins—and a 
bit. After he entered her, the idea was for her 
to craw! forward while he kept riding ner 
from behind. When he felt himself starting to 
Climax, he would pull back on the rein— 
hard. Too hard to suit her, so she never made 
it with him again. As she put it: “The next 
time | want to play horsey, I'll go to Belmont 
Racetrack.” 

You have to admit, Aries comes up with 
interesting ideas! 


A WORD OF ADVICE FOR ARIES 


Try not to depend on luck. You can't always 
plant snails and get escargot. And don't act 
50 much on impulse. /nvestigate before you 
act, and think before you speak. 


THE ARIES FEMALE 
(WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW} 


If you think you know where you stand with 
this lady, you're in for a surprise. She has 
more facets than Elizabeth Taylor's biggest 
diamond. 

Unpredictable? If you tried to predict an 
earthquake, you'd be on firmer ground. 
She'll be charming to you on the telephone 
when you call for a date, bequile you all 
evening, then turn into a block of ice when 
she says her good-night at the door What 
went wrong? Probably nothing. If you call 
again in the morning—hold that, if you call 
again in ten minutes—she'll be as cloyingly 
sweet as a belle of the Old South. 

Does she really have many different per- 
sonae? Is she just a wayward creature of 
infinite moods? Or ts she an actress of 
exceptional artistry? | have observed the 
Arien female personality with fascination 
since | first began the study of astrology, 
and, frankly, | still don’t know the answer 

What | can do ts to describe some of her 
traits. She tends to become impatient and 
exasperated with those who don't quickly 
respond to her orders. Basically, she ad- 
mifés and respects only force. If she comes 
up against superior force. she will bend— 
but not break. She is too aggressive, inde- 
pendent, and individualistic ever to let her 
spirit be broken by anyone—except by her- 
self. 

She's definitely ambitious. And if her man 
isn't, she will become a ternble harridan. Her 
frustration turns to nagging, and he will get 
scarcely a moment's peace. The real road to 
hell is a relationship with an unhappy Aries 
woman. As one bewildered husband told 
mé during a consultation, “Other women 
may shout, but my wife makes more noise 
just by tightening her lips" 


She's a marvelous companion for a man 
who is on the way up or fighting to stay at the 
top, because she'll give him all the strength 
and determination she has. And when an 
embattled Anes female is out for blood 
nothing can stop her bul a sharpened stake 
and a crucifix. On the other hand, she is 
extravagant and can be generous—eyen |{ 
she ts not particularly “charitable” 

Highly sensual, she spends a lot of her 
time studying the rise and fall of the male 
libido; this is her never-ending obsession. At 
a recent party | noticed two female fnends, 
both Ariens, standing offina corner, having a 
lively Conversation. What they were discuss- 
ing was the probable penis sizes of all the 
men present! 

A man who falls for the very considerable 
charms of this vivacious, mischievous, dom- 
ineering, wholly fascinating woman auto- 
matically becomes a member of an en- 
dangered species 


ARIES'S GUIDE TO 

SEXUAL COMPATIBILITY 
ARIES ANDARIES This can be a passionate 
affair, but neither of you is content with an 
inferior role. There will be fierce competition 
to be Number One. One or both will be a 
casualty 
ARIES AND TAURUS You're both highly 
sensual, but you'll be annoyed by the delib- 
erate pace and unimaginative lovemaking 
of Taurus. Taurus 1s a homebody, while you're 
definitely not. My advice: have fun until 
quitting time 
ARIES AND GEMINI Gemini is as restless 
and as anxious to try new things as you are. 
Your tendency to dominate can be coun 
tered by clever Gemini. The signals are 
definitely Go 
ARIES AND CANCER An initial sexual at 
traction between you and Cancer fades in 
the face of many temperamental dif- 
ferences. Why not try a four-day weekend ? 
ARIES AND LEO You've both got egos to 
burn, and you both like to lead. However, it's 
i fine sexual match, and if you can find room 
to compromise about who dominates 
whom, this should be a happy mating 
ARIES AND VIRGO Your boldness is bound 
to intrigue shy Virgo for a time. But you have 
totally different ideas about what should go 
on in the bedroom—and elsewhere. You'll 
end up making war, not love 
ARIES AND LIBRA Your aggressive sex- 
uality may arouse Libra's latent potential 
But idealistic Libra really wants peace, 
quiet, and harmony—while you want scale- 
tipping action and adventure. Is sex alone 
enough to satisfy? 
ARIES AND SCORPIO Sex can be a bonfire 
between you two. You're both energetic and 
passionate, but Scorpio’s jealousy may 
prove the undoing. The prognosis: an unsta- 
ble partnership with a low ignition point 
ARIES AND SAGITTARIUS You're compati- 
ble in most ways, but there may be a little 
conflict in the sexual area. Playful lovemak- 
ing is the answer, When you make it in the 
bedroom, you'll make it everywhere else. 
ARIES AND CAPRICORN Your taste for 
sexual experiments won't please conserva- 


tive Capricorn. Capricorn needs to domi- 
nate, and so do you. Oddly enough, the 
auguries here are better for the long haul 
than for the short 

ARIES AND AQUARIUS You've met your 
match: Aquarius is as eager for sexual 
adventure as you are. Aquarius may let you 
take the lead—or may not, If not, this will be 
a great affair. It yes, then you can go all the 
way—your way 

ARIES AND PISCES You'll draw Pisces out 
of that shell, and your sexual confidence 
plus Pisces's fantasies make for an eventful 
union. Making this a happy coupling: re- 
quires only a little more tact on your part 


PASSIONATE PORTENTS 
ARIES (March 21—April 19) You are ina 
highly creative cycle—don't be reluctant to 


push for success. An idea you have is likely 
to prove profitable now. Be especially cau- 
tious In a money matter, and don't lose your 
temper if there are delays. If you try to 
pretend something is what it isn't, you will 
find yourself in trouble 
knows only too well how your mind works 
will try to exploit you. After April 18 a 
passionate affair starts cooling, because 
your lover tries to take over the reins. Stay 
firm. You will eventually win, but not until 
another person enters the situation 
ually Patent Days: April 4, 7,16—17, 28,30 
TAURUS (April 20—May 20) April is a time 
to wrap up things. There's a sexual problem 
(possibly also involving money) that you 
must settle. Indeed, money |s strongly em- 
phasized all month. A career advancement 
or financial deal comes your way around 
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April 17—24, but be warned: there are 
mixed motives behind it. You can profit if you 
don't become emotionally entangled. You 
have to keep tight control over your feelings 
when you discover an intimate secret. A 
relationship is about to change, and you are 
the pivotal character in a drama. Sexually 
Potent Days: April 2,9, 19—20, 27. 

GEMINI (May 271—June 20) Jupiter the 
planet of luck, moves into your sign on April 
3, and from then on it's the merry, merry 
manth of April as far as you're concerned. 
You'll go whizzing on your way. Sexual feel- 
ings are heightened, and you and a favorite 
partner play some fascinating variations on 
an old, old theme. On other fronts, it's time 
for you to venture along new avenues in 
business or Career, where things will be 
developing more quickly. A communication 
from someone during the last few days of 
April creates anxiety, however, Sexua/ly Po- 
tent Days: April 3,11—12, 21,25 

CANCER (June 21 —July 22) A good time 
to ease up In pressing toward an important 
objective. Let it come your way. Your search 
for financial independence nears fulfillment, 
but beware of a person more interested in 
furthering his or her aims than in joining ina 
cooperative venture: you may have to react 
forcefully and not let a sentimental attach- 
ment prevail, After April 18, you become 
very involved with a woman whom you've 
known strictly as a friand. She not only 
stimulates you sexually but also helps you 
to work out an idea that will benefit you 
financially, An amorous—and good —ad- 
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viser! Sexually Potent Days: April 1, 6, 14, 
24,29, 

LEO (July 23—August 22) Someone you've 
known well would like very much to renew a 
relationship, You receive an unexpected pro- 
posal around April 7—9, but you should put 
offa decision: weigh advantages and disad- 
vantages, for any hasty or impulsive action 
will prove to be a mistake. Don't accept 
“maybe" for an answer in a sexual encoun- 
ter Demand a "yes," and you will get it. Your 
natural instinct is to command, and until 
April 15 you can teadily enforce your will 
After that, however, auguries turn mixed; so 
you should tread easier. If things seem to go 
wrong for a while, try to learn who ts at the 
bottom of it, Sexually Potent Days Apni 2, 
817-18, 26 

VIRGO (August 23—September 22) There 
are challenges on the horizon this month, 
but you are in an excellent positian to cope. 
Mars moves into your seventh house of 
partnerships, and you are especially power- 
ful in direct, personal dealings, There will be 
a passionate interlude with someone you've 
jong desired but whose personality has 
given you difficulties until now. All you need 
to prevail is confidence. Force yourself to 
take the lead in a delicate situation. This can 
be of crucial importance, for a fival is trying 
to take something away from you. Sexually 
Potent Days: April 1,9, 16,28—29. 

LIBRA (September 23—October 22) You 
are prone to mistakes during the first week 
of April. But if you really concentrate on what 
you're doing, you will avoid serious conse- 


quences. In a somewhat compromising sit- 
uation, keep your cool and don't overreact. 
Matters are complicated by a person who is 
unstable and unpredictable. After mid-April, 
your luck sharply improves. Travel is in 
prospect, and someone will really start you 
{lying without wings. This relationship may 
have an important bearing on your future. 
Sexually Potent Days: April 3—4, 13, 26, 30, 
SCORPIO (October 23—November 27) 
You start April on a high note. Beginning with 
the first weekend, planetary influences work 
in your favor, A long-simmering dispute is 
finally settled—to your benefit. A romantic 
problem may have had you in the doldrums, 
but things will perk up after April 16. Some- 
one with a strong, optimistic personality 
improves your outlook. Remember: the peri- 
oad when your emotions are ina whirl is nat 
the time to make a decision about the future. 
At the end of April, something is brought to 
light that changes your Viewpoint. Sexually 
Potent Days: April 5—6, 12, 18—19, 24. 
SAGITTARIUS (November 22—December 
21) A love affair that has done much for your 
social prestige begins to hit some bumps in 
the road. This can be temporary, of it may 
signify a permanent change in the felation- 
ship: any loolhardy action on either side will 
tip the balance. On the financial front, things 
definitely start to happen, but resist the 
temptation to go overboard orto be reckless. 
A timely warning will come from a most 
unusual source late in the month, Sexually 
Potent Days: April 8, 11, 16, 27. 
CAPRICORN (December 22—January 19) 
You are keen and perceptive now, and you 
find the answers to questions that have 
eluded you. You afe also restless, seeking 4 
new and different outlet. Around April 11 a 
letter or other communication gives 4 focus 
to your thoughts, Someone interesting joins 
your circle of friends, and you develop an 
attachment. After April 18, everything de- 
velops in the direction you desire. You will 
make a decision that gets you into a very 
promising area. Sexually Potent Days. April 
10, 18—19, 23, 30. 

AQUARIUS (January 20—February 18) \n- 
fluences in your chart favor a trip on which 
you are accompanied by someone you care 
for. Your popularity will steadily rise. If you 
shed your shyness and proceed boldly 
now, you will find people most receptive, 
Your energy and magnetism are at a peak, 
especially between April 11 and 14. Your 
ruling planet is in good aspect to Mars, and 
fisky undertakings should pay off hand- 
somely. Rely on personal charisma to attract 
women. Sexually Potent Days: April 3, 12— 
13, 15,26—27 

PISCES (February 19—March 20) You te- 
ceive a surprise that may throw you for a 
loss. A lover may be involved in some way. 
Be honest about a matter you're concealing. 
Your psychic ability will help you to come 
through a crisis of indecision [probably one 
concerning a love affair], During the tinal 
week of April, an event will convince you of 
your talent. You also penetrate a mystery 
about someone and arrive at a most impor 
tant revelation about yourself. Sexua//y Po- 
tent Days: April 1, 14, 19, 25.0+- 
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taste. If that’s what you’re looking for, let 


Lord Calvert Canadian be your guide., 


Follow the Canadian Superstar. 


thrusters 
The step in sound. 


ti 


Afi 


3 het AO oe ee ee 


= — 
= >= 
: <= Se 
| SS = = Full-range 
: a ~ 
; 


pe 


Thrusters™ It's music the way it should be heard. So Thrusters means lower distortion. Superb 
Across the full audio spectrum. With a powerful thrust sound across the full audio spectrum. Higher efficiency 
of bass. So much a part of today’s music. It’s also the And improved bass response. 
next step in speaker design from Panasonic. Thrusters comes with every new Panasonic 
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just slightly ahead of our time. 


All cabinetry is simulated wood grain. 


* There's no better 
place for crotch-watching women than 
a good ballet. 

The male dancers have great asses and legs, 
and quite often their frontal 
equipmentis 

no disappointment either.® 


VIERA HOLLANDER 


CALL ME MADAM 


XAVIERAS LETTER 

OF THE MONTH 

I'm almost seventeen years 
old, and | like nice legs ona 
woman. Most of all, though, | 
like to tickle women’s feet. 
My girl knows that! like tick- 
ling and said that | should 
talk to a doctor But I'm 
ashamed to talk to anyone; 
so! prefer writing to you. 

My high-school art teach- 
er was an attractive, light- 
skinned black woman; she 
has beautiful legs and pretty 
feet. | told her once, during 
the hot weather, that when 
she wore open sandals, her 
feet looked real sexy. ! told 
her | wished she'd pose her 
feet for me so that | could 
draw them. Of course, | didn't 
tell her thather posing would 
give me the chance to try 
tickling her feet, maybe even 
to try tonguing them. 

She told me to come down 
ta her art room after school one day if / wanted lo do some extra 
drawing. The next day | made my visit. She put ner bare feat upan 
a chair and began correcting homework papers while | made 
sketches of her face and feet, Then | took a soft paintbrush and 
brushed it gently across her soles and around her toes. She 
seemed lo enjoy it. That's when | got the nerve to tell her that! liked 
to tickle women's feet. She was glad to hear [hal and said she 
liked that very much, but done differently trom the technique | had 
justused 

This teacher asked me down again after scnool. [his time she 
had me tie her hands behind her back to a chair and her ankles to 
another chair “Tickle my toes,” she said. “Do it as much as you 
like, and don't stop even when | beg for mercy.” 

Well, /almost went crazy, tickling her that way. |even sucked and 
bitand licked her toes until she seemed quite out of breath. | was 
kind of shaking when | finally untied her 

A few days jJater we repeated this episode, but this time | 


brought peanut butter and 
smeared it over her soles 
and around her toes. We 
both almost went nuts when 
| began licking them clean. 
We promised to keep our lit- 
tle sessions a secret, though. 

We had a number of these 
sessions, but this art teacher 
has now left my school. It 
just drives me crazy to think 
about her One evening my 
girl fell asleep on the patio 
couch; so! grabbed her bare 
feet and started to tickle 
them. She yelled and kicked 
and said she couldn't stand 
tickling. | told her that / liked 
to tickle women's feet and 
that I'd even tickle her moth- 
er's feet if she'd let me. (Of 
course, | didn't say anything 
about my episodes with the 
art teacher) Well, that's when 
my girl accused me of being 
a “queer” whose problem is 
"finger-tucking bunians.” 

Xaviera, | don't call this a problem. Tickling is something | d& 
because | enjoy it, and as iong as the girl gets off on it. what's the 
problem? If you were living nearby, I'd give you a sample of my 
nicest and gentlest foot-tickling and -licking. I'm sure you'd enjay 
it, too, What's your opinion about all this, and what do you 
suggest? Truthfully, | enjoy tickling as much as screwing, which 
I've done only a couple of times. 


How lucky you afe to be So footloose and fancy-free! But you're not 
the only person with a ticklish problem. Read the next letter to see 
the problems of the ticklee. 


TICKLED TO DEATH 

Here's a fetish | want to know If you've ever heard of /'m twenty 
three years old, and | crave lo have my feet tickled by women | date. 
My tantasy is to be tied down, totally helpless, while a beautiful gir! 
tickles the soles of my leet ever so slowly. Would this be 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to 


Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York. N.Y 10022 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied 
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considered a foot fetish of a tickling 
fetish? (One means nothing without the 
other to me.) But one need only mention 
tickling of the feet and my mouth goes dry, 
my breath grows short, and my dick gets 
hard. 

/ enjoy “straight” sex very much, but I've 
never mentioned my fetish to anyone. You 
are the first person who knows of this, 
Xaviera. Please, how should | tell a girl 
about my fetish? Howcan!/thenactitout? 
| mean, if | came to you and told you / 
wanted to be tied up and have my feet 


| tickled, how would you react? Have you 


ever encountered anyone else with the 
same fetish? How do you feel about it? 
Please help me before | lose it.—Larry 


Your fetish is not at all unusual. As a matter 
of fact, there is a theater group in New York 
City, called The Project (Penthouse, Janu- 
ary 1976), in which actors perform the 
fantasies of various people. This particular 
tickling fetish is one that they've received 
many requests for 

lt does sound as if you want to be tortured, 
but only in a very mild and harmless way, | 
don't think you should worry about revealing 
this fetish to someone you're making love 
with, It could be approached ina very play!ul 
and kidding kind of way, Once you get 
| eatin your partner might even find it fun 

If | were to tickle your feet, I'd first tle you 
| spread-eagled on my bed, Then I'd arrange 
a variety of things to use on you, For tn 
stance, I'd certainly have a fluffy feather, 
tringed tassel of silk rope, a steel hairbrush, 
and, of course, my long, hard fingernails. | 
want you to know that | wouldn't limit myself 
to your feet. I'd also work on your armpits, 
your flanks, and your scrotum and penis. 
Part of the time I'd have you blindfolded so 
that you couldn't see which part of your 
body I'd tickle next 

Have you ever had a cat lick your feet? 
Cat-nipping is just for you foot fetishists. 
Give ita try and let me Know what you think, 


GOOD VIBRATIONS 

About a year ago my husband and | sent 
away for a nine-inch vibrator. I'd never used 
one on myself; so | was really looking 
forward to using it. When it finally arrived, 
my husband, Jack, was at work, and | 
decided to try itout right away. 

/ went into the bedroom and pushed 2 
big armchair up in front of the full-lengtn 
mirror on the closet door After /'d stripped, 
!gotin the chair and switched the vibrator 
on. First | tied it on my nipples, and that 
was a super feeling in itself Then /inserted 
it in my cunt and the sensation was out of 
this world. | had had cocks of all sizes and 
tongues in there, but this was the greatest 
thing I'd ever felt. | went right out of my 
Skull. | reached orgasm after orgasm. !was 
like an addict who couldn't stop. Each 
climax seemed better than the last. | start- 
ed masturbating, by the way when | was 
about ten and have been doing it two or 
three times a day since then. Now I'm 
twenty-nine years old. Even so, /d never 
had sensations like this before. 
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Last year we chal- 
lenged our competitors 
to match their sets’ de- 
pendability against that 
of Quasar 13” and 15” 
diagonal color TV's with 
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The first long cigarette to bring 
200d taste to low-tar smoking. 


Like alot of smokers you may like the idea of a longer cigarette. You may also want low tar. 

But longer cigarettes usually have more tar. 

Well, Vantage just wouldn’t go along with that. 

So we worked. Until we could perfect a longer cigarette with the famous Vantage combination of 


full flavor and low tar. 
Not the lowest long cigarette you can find. But very possibly the lowest that you will enjoy. 


New Vantage Longs. A blend of flavor-rich tobaccos with tar levels held down to the point where 


good taste still comes through. 
That's the Vantage point. And that’s the point of Vantage Longs. Never before has there been a 


long cigarette quite like it. 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
1} mg. “tar”, 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, by FTC method, 
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SO THEY WANT TO RUN THE VVORLDe 


BY NICHOLAS VON HOFFMAN 


in a Washington public school for eight years, he'll probably have the 

pleasure of seeing his daughter graduate as a functional illiterate. 
This is no slander. The recent valedictorian of one of the city’s leading high 
schools scored so poorly on his college boards that he couldn't even get 
admitted to George Washington University—an institution of higher 
learning considerably easier to enter than Yale or Harvard. 

The state of its educational facilities is just one sign of the decay of the 
District of Columbia. The sad truth is that the people who run the federal 
government want to run America, and they want to run the world, but 
they've never been able to run Washington. The men who wrote the 
American Constitution were mean enough to create the District of 
Columbia and stick the federal government with it. It's as though they 
wanted the rest of the country to have a little showcase of incompetence, a 
small microcosm of ineptitude. And they did succeed. Depending on how 
you count, the District of Columbia has the first, second, or third highest 
expenditure per pupil in its public-school system, and they can’t get the 
light bulbs changed in the corridors. They build new schools, which 
somehow are never opened. 

Until Washington was granted the right to elect its mayor, city council, 
and school board a few years ago, the city’s government was as much a 
national joke as its baseball team. It lost its team, it won the right to vote, 
and everybody stopped criticizing it be- 
cause the city is 70 percent black; so if a 
you're white and you say anything, (ae 
you're a racist. Not long ago they caught \ y 
the head of the Department of Human , 
Resources putting his relatives on the 
payroll, and he called the whole thing a 
“racist vendetta.” Not that it matters who 
he's got on the payroll of that $250- 
million-a-year department, which does 
nothing but house social workers whose 
specialty is breaking wind at both ends. 

For years people paraded around 
Washington, demanding the right to 
vote. D.C. was the last colony, they said, 
and so they got the right to vote. But it 
never occurred to anybody that the right 
to vote doesn’t mean much if you can't 
count 'em. Whole days have gone by 
after elections without anyone knowing 
what the score was. They've had com- 
missions, efficiency experts, compu- 
ters, work-flow analysts, C.RA.s, and 
therapists—but they can’t count the 
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votes. The only reason we know that Carter carried the District of 
Columbia last fall is that there are no Republicans in Washington. 

Since the District was carved out of the state of Maryland in 1790, 
sporadic efforts have been made to give it back. Suffice it to say, Maryland 
has consistently refused the honor. Washington remains what it is: the 
model and paradigm of confusion, of overplanning (and under- ), of lack of 
coordination and too damn much of it, of underlapping and overlapping of 
jurisdictions—which are the hallmarks of the stew we call the American 
governmental system. 

Thus Washington has no less than four police departments, a modern 
record. There are the regular D.C. cops; the Capitol police (which have 
jurisdiction in the large—and getting larger—area of the city controlled by 
Congress); the Park Police, run by the Department of the Interior (who 
patrol most but not all parks); and the Executive Protective Service, which 
guards the White House and flits all over town in jazzy blue cars with gold 
trim to protect the hundreds of foreign embassies, chanceries, trade 
missions, cultural delegations, and military liaison offices. What this 
works out to is that if you get mugged in front of the Russian embassy, the 
heavily armed members of the Executive Protective Service will look on 
while you screech for help and beg for your life. It’s not their jurisdiction. 
Unless, before your assailants put a shiv into your ribs, you can flash a 
passport proving you're a foreign diplomat. If you are smashed into the 
asphalt by a hit-and-run driver come to 
sight-see from Ashtabula, the Park Po- 
lice will stand and look at you, unless 
you Can Crawi up on to the sidewalk, into 
their jurisdiction. 

They ought to call Washington 
Guinea Pig City. Because Washington is 
dominated by liberals, rich liberals and 
poor liberals, white liberals and black 
liberals, it is particularly vulnerable to 
the latest and most faddish panacea 
program. That requires more and more 
resources—they never call it money— 
so the city groans under extortionate 
taxes that rival New York’s. What you 
get are: government-funded rap ses- 
sions in the park; and halfway houses, 
run by social workers, next to safe 
houses, run by CIA spies. (At least the 
spies don't run down the real-estate 
values. But you're not allowed to say 
that, because in Washington bigotry is 
objecting to having tax money spent to 
buy a house for a collection of savage 
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killers.) The authorities simply do 
not believe a human being can 
commit an act so gross that it 
merits incarceration. A couple of 
years ago, a maniac grabbed a 
girl from a school and, as they 
used to say in the Sunday supple- 
ments, molested her. He was rou- 
tinely detained and just as rou- 
tinely released; whereupon he 
went back to the school, got him- 
self another little girl, dragged her 
to the identical spot to which he 
had dragged the first one, and 
tied her to a tree. But this time, 
after he’d finished his molesta- 
tions, he murdered her. 

That guy is undoubtedly out 
again, living in a halfway house. 
Why do they call them halfway 
houses? Halfway back to crime? 
The various governments which 
play at administering Washington 
have great faith in halfway houses 
for rehabilitation and therapy, two 
words that are always considered 
good, progressive, forward-mind- 
ed, tolerant, sensitive, under- 
standing, and meaningful. 

Instead of rehabilitating the 
criminal classes, it would make 
better sense to put them to work 
killing rats. All cities have rats, but 
nocity has rats like Washington's 
rats. At night, when you're walk- 
ing down a Washington street, 
even in the good areas, you can 
hear the tweet-tweet, squeak- 
squeak of the little rats, in flirting, 
frivolous play. 

From time to time the city fa- 
thers and the city mothers—we 
don't discriminate against incom- 
petents of any race, color, creed, 
or gender—announce an antirat 
drive. Like the clean-up-the- 
street drives, they're not exactly 
successful, but perhaps the pol- 
iticians think success might set a 
dangerous precedent. 

Bear in mind that Washington 
has always been a failure. Until 
the 1870s the city had an elected 
(by white men) government, 
which was at least as scan- 
dalously bad as this elected-by- 
black-people government. 
Things got so bad that Congress, 
in a gesture of faith for democ- 
racy, abolished elections in the 
District. And that’s how matters 
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stood until just a few years ago, 
when Washington had home rule, 
as they refer to it, given back. 
Actually, the District still can’t do 
much without congressional ap- 
proval, and the intertwining of 
governmental irresponsibilities is 
so great that not even a grand jury 
could ever find out who it was, 
exactly, who did it. Or didn't. 

But, to the great misfortune and 
impoverishment of those whose 
wealth is taxed to pay for this fun, 
Washington is sometimes able to 
get its show on the road. Thus we 
have the National Visitors Center. 
The center is a multimillion-dollar 
hole that was dug, inexplicably, in 
the middle of the floor of Union 
Station. This had some connec- 
tion—in the minds of the hole 
diggers at least—with the Bicen- 
tennial, but of course no visitors 
showed up. The last word is that 
the hole will be filled in or planked 
over or plugged up, at the cost of 
some millions more. 

The biggest hole in Washing- 
ton and in the taxpayers’ wallets 
is Metro, the district's four-and- 
a-half-mile-long subway system. 
So far, that subway has cost 
about a billion dollars a mile. it 
has been so expensive that even 
before it opened, one elected offi- 
cial suggested that it be closed in 
order to save money. It's terribly 
convenient, though. It'll whisk 
you in a matter of minutes from 
some place where you don't want 
to be right to that other hole in 
Union Station. It is the most ex- 
pensive public works project 
since the pyramids. Until re- 
cently, the subway authorities 
were also under federal court 
order not to use one of the few 
working stops the system pos- 
sessed. It seems that the elevator 
being installed for crippled peo- 
ple wasn’t ready yet; so the good, 
liberal judge ruled that if wheel- 
chairs couldn't use the station, 
nobody could. 

But let us remember that 
Washington sometimes comes in 
first. It’s the first city to have in 
one year more divorces than mar- 
riages and more bastards than 
legitimate babies. But anybody 
could have told you that. 


SCENES 
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MASCULINE MYSTIQUE 


t's a terrible shock, at first. 
ul You're in a men’s club, the 

kind that lined every fash- 
ionable avenue and square at the 
turn of the century. A diminutive 
page in brass-buttoned livery re- 
spectfully receives your cloak 
and cane, and a stolid black wait- 
er in gaiters takes your wine 
order. A fellow club member claps 
you on the back and invites you to 
join the other chaps for a game of 
billiards. You share a smoke and 
a joke, commiserate over the 
state of the market, join the fel- 
lows in a song. You're feeling 
relaxed and convivial, anticipat- 
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ing dinner with some pleasure, 
when suddenly it dawns on you— 
all these splendid lads are ladies! 

That's the situation Eve Mer- 
riam has created in her witty mu- 
sical, The Club, currently playing 
to overspilling audiences in New 
York at the downtown Circle in 
the Square theater. Although her 
prose, poetry, and plays (Rainbow 
Writing, AHusband's Notes about 
Her, Growing Up Female In Amer- 
ica, The Inner City Mother Goose) 
identify her as being of the femi- 
nist political persuasion, Merriam 
intended her smart revue as a 
civilized entertainment for every- 
one’s enjoyment. 

A collage of authentic songs 
and jokes popular between 1894 
and 1905, enhanced by some 
smashing dance numbers de- 
vised by Tommy Tune, The Club 
lets its material comment on it- 
self. The old songs, rich with intri- 
cate harmonies and the un- 
abashed lyricism of their period, 
seem as tasty—and as sen- 
suous—as honey. The musically 
secure, all-woman cast sings 
them straight—not a leer or a 
sneer in the barrel—leaving it to 
us to wince at the sentiments 
exposed in the lyrics. 

As a window on the social atti- 
tudes of turn-of-the-century 


The Club, a musical diversion: where girls will be boys. 


Director Tommy Tune. 


America, the songs reveal that 
upper-class clubmen of that 
high-living period took their plea- 
sures with the utmost serious- 
ness. Every creature comfort was 
celebrated in song: a robust wine, 
a heady cigar, the intoxicating joy 
of making money, the sporting 
life, and women. 

Most of the songs and jokes in 
The Clubillustrate the unselfcon- 
sciously rampant antifeminism of 
the period. Once you stop shak- 
ing with laughter at lyrics apos- 
trophizing “Peg's Little calf" and 
“fancy little Nancy” and “Miran- 
da on the veranda,” you experi- 
ence a distinct chill at the way 
these dapper chaps looked upon 
women. Seen through the songs, 
the ladies are passive, pleasure- 
giving objects, like cigars and 
wine and billiards. In many of the 
vintage jokes (“Don't you chaps 
believe in clubs for women?/Only 
if all other forms of persuasion 
fail!"), women seem much more 
threatening than they do in the 
sappy song-lyrics. 

Author Eve Merriam says that 
she found this ambivalence in 
much of the material she un- 
covered. “In some songs they 
seem to be titillating themselves 
with ‘dangerous’ women. They 
have this Lilith/Circe/Vampira 
notion of women that seems to 
touch some deep fear. Like the 
woman is going to suck out the 
man's sexual juices or some- 
thing. So in their love songs, they 
turn the monster into a paper-doll 


caricature—the Virgin Mother, 
the doll, the innocent child—so 
they can manipulate and domi- 
nate what frightens them.” 

With these sentiments embed- 
ded in the material, The Ciub 
seemed a natural for feminists. 
What its author failed to antici- 
pate is its real appeal to general 
audiences—what quickly gained 
it a hot little reputation as a sex- 
ual turn-on for people of all per- 
suasions. As director Tommy 
Tune puts it, with a laugh, “The 
show has turned out to be a kind 
of musical Rorschach test.” 

The seven actresses who look 
so dashing in their male attire and 
sleek little mustaches have been 
getting their share of mash notes 
from infatuated lesbians. Not so 
surprising, that. But male homo- 
sexuals, come to bask in the 
high-style elegance of Tommy 
Tune’s gorgeous production, 
leave the show a little stunned 
from having found the women so 
seductive. Strange. Several 
straight women friends of mine 
have called to confide that they 
were shocked by their physical 
attraction to specific members of 
the cast. Very strange. On open- 
ing night, | watched a number of 
(obviously straight) male faces in 
the audience light up with inter- 
est and then rear back in dismay 
when their brains caught up with 
their groins. Very strange indeed. 

“| love all the sexual confusion 
the show is causing,’ Tommy 
Tune says gleefully. “| once 
met Salvador Dali at a party, and 
he told me, ‘Confusion is where 
it's at’. | think confusion is good. It 
makes people think, causes dis- 
cussion. Otherwise, the brain 
goes to sleep.” 

According to the director, even 
the cast kept getting its sexual 
wires crossed when the produc- 
tion was being shaped last sum- 
mer at the Lenox (Mass.) Arts 
Center. “All pronouns went out 
the window,’ Tommy Tune recalls. 
“He...she...it—nobody knew 
what to call themselves. Finally, 
we just reached a point where the 
actresses fell in love with the 
gents they were playing, and they 
stopped being women playing 


men. These women dug deep 
into their heads, touched their 
psyches, and found something 
that was a conglomerate of both 
male and female.” 

Eve Merriam takes a more ana- 
lytical view of the curious re- 
sponses of people to her show. 
“There are circles within circles 
within circles about people’s sex- 
ual responses. Generally, 
straight women seem surprised 
at their strong sexual reactions to 
other women. At first, they start 
talking about the politics of the 
show; but after a while they bring 
up the sex. It shocks them. They 
weren't prepared to respond sex- 
ually.” 

Both author and director seem 
gratified, but slightly over- 
whelmed, by all the controversy 
that their show has stirred up 
over what constitutes “mas- 
culinity” and “femininity:’ They 
also seem a bit dazed by all the 
people who want to share their 
personal sexual responses. After 
all, The Club began as a simple 
“musical diversion,” born from 
Merriam's curiosity about a ne- 
glected theatrical tradition. “For 
years it bugged me that men still 
impersonate women on stage, 
but the tradition of women imper- 
sonating men—a very popular 
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theatrical custom at the turn of 
the century—has died out com- 
pletely. I've always been inter- 
ested in role reversals; they can 
be very illuminating. | wondered 
why this particular tradition dis- 
appeared.” 

She never really found out why. 
What she did find was a wealth of 
vintage songs that would be 
“such a send-up” if performed 
with exquisite taste by women in 
men’s dress. Many of the musi- 
cal numbers in the show evolved 
from the author's and director's 
own “research.” 

The show's billiards-game 
number, for instance, came from 
some visits to gentlemen's social 
clubs. At The Players, the vener- 
able New York club started by 
Edwin Booth for gentlemen of the 
theater, both Tune and Merriam 
glimpsed a billiards game in ac- 
tion. “It was very funny,” Merriam 
laughs. “They got so nervous 
when | poked my head into the 
billiards room. So protective! 
What did they think | was going to 
do—sew a lace frill around their 
precious pool table?” 

For all her amusement at the 
fustian ways of The Players, Mer- 
riam was sufficiently intrigued by 
the club to consider applying for 
membership to that all-male 
sanctum sanctorum. Before the 
members rear up in horror, they 
should all attend a performance 
of The Club. The men just might 
decide to invite the entire cast to 
join their club.— Marilyn Stasio 
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PASTS RECAPTURED 


ranklin Schaffner’s 
| lovely, loose adapta- 

tion of Hemingway's Is- 
lands in the Stream, a novel pub- 
lished posthumously, almost ten 
years after its author's death, is a 
film imbued with a sense of the 
end of life and with a feeling for 
what an essentially happy life 
might be. It is a leisurely movie, 
matching the leisurely pace of the 
book: meditative, reflective, full of 
images and affections held care- 
fully in view. Like the Bahamas, 
the islands in the Gulf Stream 
that are its setting, the film opens 
itself to the sun, the steady winds, 
and the clear blue water in ways 
that ignore all unessential com- 
plications. And like Hemingway's 
pared-down prose, its simplici- 
ties may be understood as pro- 
found. 

Its hero, Thomas Hudson, 
stands for Hemingway himself. A 
painter and sculptor rather thana 
writer, he leads a comfortable, 
active, but lonely life on the island 
of Bimini at the beginning of the 
Second World War. His three 
sons come to visit him: the oldest, 
Tom, child of Hudson’s still-loved 
first wife; and the younger two, 
‘children of a second wife from 
whom he is also now divorced. 
During their long vacation, which 
includes a spectacular deep-sea 
swordfishing expedition, Hudson 
grows closer to his boys. So it 
comes painfully to him when 
Tom, just before leaving for the 
mainiand, confides that he 
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means tojoin the Royal Canadian 
Air Force and go to war. 

Gradually, the war comes to the 
island. European refugees begin 
landing there on their way 
through the Caribbean. Eventual- 
ly, Audrey, Hudson's first wife, 
arrives to tell him that Tom has 
been killed. Hudson decides to 
leave the island and to go home. 
This voyage from Bimini, with 
Hudson at the helm of his own 
sport-fishing boat, becomes the 
sequence of adventures that cli- 
max the movie. 

Anyone who knows To Have 
and Have Not—the wonderful 
1944 Howard Hawks movie, 
rather than the earlier Ernest 
Hemingway novel it’s based on— 
will recognize similarities to /s- 
lands in the Stream. The Carib- 
bean locale, the sport-fishing 
boat, even the drunken mate (still 
called Eddy) come from the ear- 
lier work—as if they were asked 
to participate in the idealized au- 
tobiography that this film partially 
is. 

Of course, everything has 
changed since 1944. But /slands 
in the Stream relates strongly to 
an older strain of heroic senti- 
ment. It is the kind of film in which 
brave men in combat still die sol- 
emnly, with great dignity, and by 
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the simple act of closing their 
eyes. Death comes painfully and 
ironically, but no one’s true char- 
acter goes unrecognized. So the 
movie becomes a celebration not 
only of its people and their con- 
duct but also of its own ways of 
feeling. 

In terms of those feelings, there 
are some very moving perfor- 
mances: George C. Scott, gotten 
up to look like Papa Hemingway, 
as Thomas Hudson; Claire 
Bloom, in a studied but highly 
theatrical cameo, as his wan and 
beautiful first wife; above all, 
David Hemmings as the rummy, 
Eddy—a role that Walter Brennan 
made famous in Hawks'’s film 
more than thirty years ago and 
that Hemmings transforms into 
an apotheosis of alcoholic bliss. 
These performances grow in the 
context of Schaffner's direction, 
which is not perfect, but which is 
at the same time bold and expan- 
sive. Schaffner’s vision is often 
(as in Patton, Papillon, or Planet 
of the Apes) larger than life. In 
Islands in the Stream, the public 
realization of a private reverie, the 
vision strengthens itself by mov- 
ing through some very personal 
dreams and recollections. 


Almost the opposite happens in 
another good movie, Hal Ashby’s 
Bound for Glory, in which the 
early career of the American folk 
musician, Woody Guthrie, comes 
under critical, and perhaps 
slightly crippling, analysis. | don’t 


know how much of Woody's 
character in the film is Ashby and 
how much is the original Guthrie. 
But | do know that the prob- 
lematic hero of Bound for Glory 
looks very much like a 1930s’ 
first cousin to the problematic 
heroes of Ashby’s previous films, 
The Last Detailand Shampoo. 
The movie follows Guthrie from 
shortly before the time when he 
walks out on his young wife and 
children in drought-stricken, de- 
pression-ridden Texas, until 
shortly after his walking out ona 
chance for show-biz fame and 
fortune in Los Angeles. Both 
times he heads for the highways 
and the railroad freight yards. His 
reasons are that he needs his 
freedom, that he needs to be 
somewhere else—anywhere 
else—and that he needs to stay in 
touch with “the people.” Those 
“needs” are a mixture of truth and 
bullshit, which the film recog- 
nizes. The wife and kids are peo- 
ple too, and the film never forgets 
what a raw deal they are given in 
the name of service to humanity. 
In many ways, Bound for Glory 
could serve as a model for the 
1930s’ period movie, and as a 
model for the performing artist's 
biography as well. Ashby creates 
authenticity more through atti- 
tude and situation than by piling 
up stage properties, and he treats 
Woody Guthrie's music more as 
an instructive adjunct to the art- 
ist’s life than as some vague, 
soul-consuming passion. 


Bound for Glory gains from one 
major asset—the absolutely au- 
thoritative performance of David 
Carradine as Woody—and sever- 
al minor ones, beginning with 
those of Melinda Dillon as his 
wife and Gail Strickland as the 
other woman temporarily in his 
life, until he leaves her, too. Next 
come the canny understatement 
of mood and the controlled anger 
of the social comment. Much of 
the action takes place among mi- 
grant farm workers in southern 
California, whom Guthrie tried to 
help organize, and their misery 
falls under the same lucid scru- 
tiny that is focused on Woody's 
career. 

However, my problem with the 
movie has something to do with 
that lucid scrutiny, which un- 
covers insufficiencies but lacks 
the energy to make up for them. 
Ambivalence is, finally, not a very 
satisfying artistic stance, and 
Guthrie eludes the movie, as it 
were, as troublingly as he eludes 
his family and his would-be pro- 
moters. He escapes, really, into 
the film's background—and of 
course that background is some- 
thing marvelous to know. 

It's the same in the other Ashby 
movies, which work to demythol- 
ogize their heros by complicating 


them in rather small-scale ways. 
Nobody is judged, exactly, but 
everyone is slightly diminished, 
because we've seen more but 
really Know less about them than 
when we began. The, most poi- 
gnant scenes—and they are very 
poignant—are always in the 
process of fading out of view. If 
you compare this with the poign- 
ancies of /s/ands in the Stream, 
where everything is seen face on, 
handled, cherished, even ex- 
plained, you will begin to under- 
stand the difference between a 
director who makes uneven but 
potentially major films and a di- 
rector who makes very expert 
minor ones. Schaffner's movie is 
full of richly sentimental recogni- 
tions; Ashby's is full of subtle 
regrets. | wouldn't give up either, 
but | know which | prefer. 


Of the two stuffed monuments to 
the mythology of the movies that 
dominated the winter film season, 
A Star Is Born and King Kong, | 
much prefer King Kong. Even the 
most determined Barbra Strei- 
sand fan is going to have trouble 
justifying the perhaps twenty 
minutes of film time wasted on 
unnecessary reaction shots— 
showing Barbra's reactions— 
and excusing what isn’t done 
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with the talented Kris Kristoffer- 
son, as her doomed, ex-rock-star 
husband. A lot of the quality of the 
famous 1954 George Cukor-di- 
rected, Judy Garland-James 
Mason version of A Star is Born 
depended on its trust in a—prob- 
ably anachronistic—Hollywood 
community. That community has 
been lost (along with Cukor, Gar- 
land, and Mason) in the new ver- 
sion, which keeps substituting 
depersonalized rock-music per- 
formances and recording ses- 
sions. Streisand's success bears 
almost no relation to Kristoffer- 
son’s failure; so the dramatic 
crossing of the story fails to gen- 
erate much meaning at all. Box- 
office receipts will no doubt prove 
me wrong, but this may be the 
time when Streisand's career of 
self-aggrandizement finally 
stops bringing in returns. 

King Kong, on the other hand, 
is nothing but returns, some of 
them funny and all of them fairly 
sophisticated examples of clever 
calculation. My film-fan friends 
complain about the quality of the 
special effects in this remake as 
compared with the 1933 original. 
And the critics have complained 
about the campy wisecracks 
characterizing the—rather mutu- 
al—affair between the gorilla and 
the girl. I'll pass on the special 
effects, but I'll defend the girl 
(Jessica Lange), because she's a 
knock-out and because she 
strikes the right balance between 
fear and abandon in dealing with 
the big ape whom she has sub- 
dued. Somebody in the writing- 
directing team of Lorenzo Sem- 
ple, Jr, and John Guillermin had 
the bright idea of making the girl 
an attractive careerist who is 
sexually very eager. In this ver- 
sion of the story, it's not beauty 
that kills the beast, but rather in- 
nocence in search of experience. 

The movie keeps making 
sense to me, despite some ex- 
cesses, and even despite the $24 
million in production costs that 
everyone finds so evil. Consider- 
ing how we spend money in our 
society, King Kong seems the 
most virtuous of temporary diver- 
sions.— Roger Greenspun 
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THE WAY WE WERE 


ack in the good old days, 
when words meant 
something, nostalgia 


was a vague and rather gentle 
emotion, a hankering backward 
that tended to be somewhat un- 
specific and that was always in- 
expensive. 

But times have changed, and 
hardly for the better. Nostalgia is 
now a leading growth industry, 
along with sex and camping. 
The change is an impressive 
testimonial to the energy and 
competence of American mer- 
chandisers, who are busy prov- 
ing these days that they can sell 
absolutely everything. 

| can’t think of a blessed thing, 
from the air we breathe to the 
holes in doughnuts, that some 
genius has not figured out how to 
hustle for a dollar. These hustles 
take three principal forms: (1) the 
transformation of the imperfect, 
as with air fresheners and pu- 
rifiers; (2) banishment, as of bad 
breath or of body odor; and (3) 
merchandising, as with every- 
thing that anyone might be per- 
suaded to find a use for. 

If you want to look at it that way, 
nostalgia has been approached 
from all three of these capitalist 
perspectives. Conventional psy- 
chotherapy, or shrinkage, con- 
sists of little more than the 
transforming of an individual's 
past into something he can live 
with. The au courant “aware- 
ness” shrinkage, however, con- 
sists of banishment. Merchan- 
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disingy meanwhile, has taken 
myriad—and even more profita- 
ble— paths. Hardly a town is to be 
found in the entire country that 
does not offer some sort of a 
historical museum, hall of fame, 
or pioneer fort, complete with hot- 
dog stand and souvenir shop. 

The movies are drenched with 
nostalgia these days, and wun- 
derkinder of modern music like 
the Beach Boys have been 
dredged up from such ancient 
terrain as the 1950s to provide 
the young with a link to the past 
anda sense of history. 

The book publishers are not 
behindhand. Taken together, they 
may be the worst businessmen in 
the country, but they were emo- 
tionally prepared for the nostalgia 
boom. Books have always had 
much to do with the past, and the 
tycoons of the trade always seem 
to have had one foot in some 
preceding century. 

So there is an avalanche of 
nostalgia books, hundreds of 
them. Most of these are, as one 
would expect, dreck: hasty com- 
pilations designed to cash in on 
the craze. But a surprising num- 
ber—and here | may be betraying 
my own emotional infirmities— 
are of high quality. | was about to 
Say that they were worth cuddling 
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up with on a dark, snowy, and 
otherwise unoccupied night. But 
such a sentiment overlooks the 
formidable physical dimensions 
of most of the nostalgia books, 
which tend to be oversized, cof- 
fee-table jobs. 

The best of these books is un- 
questionably A Vision Shared: A 
Classic Portrait of America and 
Its People, 1935-1943 (St. Mar- 
tin's, $39.50). It includes almost 
300 black-and-white photo- 
graphs of poor Americans by 
Walker Evans, Arthur Rothstein, 
and other gifted agents of the 
historical section of the Farm Se- 
curity Administration. Just the 
thing for Aunt Sally, especially if 
she soldiered out the depression 
on a diet of fatback and collards, 
in a tar-paper shack. But this 
book measures twelve by thir- 
teen inches and weighs five 
pounds four ounces. Aunt Sally 
may have to choose between sit- 
ting and glaring at it and risking 
enlargement of her hernia. For 
those who can heft it, though, the 
book is a magnificent represen- 
tation of grace under economic 
pressure. | did find myself won- 
dering, as | often do on viewing 
collections of American faces 
against backgrounds that shriek 
of privation, where the village 
idiot, the town drunk, and the 
greaseball feed dealer were hid- 
den when the pictures were 
made. It is no denigration of a 
book like this to say that it is only 
part of the story. A cynic with a 


camera could have produced a 
whole nother record. 

Which brings us to a fascinat- 
ing subsection of the nostalgia 
business, the nostalgia of de- 
pravity and corruption. Brassai: 
The Secret Paris of the 30's 
(Pantheon, $17.95) is a record of 
hard times also, but by the Hun- 
garian, Brassai, who had as 
sharp an eye for the perverse and 
the bizarre as Walker Evans had 
for the noble and the humane. 
This is a book of plump whores, 
faggy homosexuals, corruptible 
sailors, and multifarious greed. 
Like Evans, Brassai was a pho- 
tographer with gifts that far tran- 
scended mere technique. Both 
men imposed, mysteriously, their 
view of people on the people in 
their photographs. Some of Bras- 
Sai's faces are quite like those in 
A Vision Shared, and the back- 
grounds in some of the photos in 
both books are really neutral. Yet 
Brassai saw, and makes us see, 
what he was looking for (as did 
the Farm Security Administration 
photographers). It is a branch of 
magic. 

Another example of the 
nostalgia of depravity is Real 
Life: Louisville in the Twenties 
(Pantheon, $15.95), by Michael 
Lesy. Lesy, who earlier produced 
Wisconsin Death Trip, is a collec- 
tor of pictures and words rather 
than a photographer. His world is 
much more complex than Bras- 
Sai's and a good deal more sinis- 
ter. If Real Life is held together by 
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any coherent philosophy, and I'm 
afraid it is, it is a philosophy of 
nihilism and hopelessness. The 
book is an almost helter-skelter 
compilation of photographs and 
texts, mostly from old newspaper 


Stories, all rather cryptically pre- 


sented. On opposite pages Lesy 
offers (1) a photo of an old, help- 
less-seeming couple sitting on a 
hard divan and looking at a baby, 
lying on the floor, who is out of 
focus in the picture, and (2) a 
first-person account of a shoot- 
ing by a man who claims he did it 
in self-defense. If Lesy ever ex- 
plains what happened to this 
man, or to the baby, | did not 
struggle far enough through his 
delphic texts to learn the answer. 
My favorite book of this vast 
outpouring is also cryptic and 
also depraved, | suppose. It is 
The Last Empire: Photography 
in British India, 1855-19117 (Ap- 
erture, $19.95). Although there is 
a brief, not entirely unilluminating 
text at the back, this is really a 
book of pictures that tell their own 
strange Stories. There are photo- 
graphs of many fortresses, of a 
beached dhow, of a double hang- 
ing, of a royal reception given 
George V in 1911, of assorted 
maharajahs. These are not very 
impressive photos technically. 


Dorothea Lange 


—T 7, 
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Girl from A Vision Shared. 


Michae/ Lesy’s Real Life: Louisville in the Twenties. 


Like other things from India, they 
often seem washed out and fuzzy. 
One can make what one likes of 
all these singularly odd faces, but 
One cannot easily dismiss them. 
Or construct a rational society, 
using them as building blocks. 

Stereoscopy, as the young may 
not know, involves the presenta- 
tion, through separate eyepieces, 
of two pictures of the same thing 
(taken or drawn from slightly dif- 
ferent angles). The eye melds the 
two into one, with the bonus of a 
three-dimensional effect. Per- 
haps the “purest” nostalgia ven- 
ture of the season is Wonders of 
the Stereoscope (Knopf, $25.00, 
boxed with stereoscopic viewer 
and forty-eight stereoscopic 
plates). | found the viewer, which 
is made out of plastic, inadequate 
and presumptuous, and the book 
intent on telling me more by far 
than | want to know about this lost 
art form. But the plates are intel- 
ligently chosen, the packaging is 
superb, and no child in any age 
should miss out on stereoscopy 
entirely. 

| am wildly enthusiastic about 
another branch of the nostalgia 
craze, one that you might call 
constructive domiciliary nostal- 
gia. This is the use of old-time 
methods to build houses, and it is 
a different enterprise from col- 
lecting antiques or stocking the 
living room with colonial furniture. 
It involves a heavy investment of 
time and, in most cases, of man- 
ual labor, and its aim is not so 


much to re-create the past as to 
adapt its lessons to contempo- 
rary housing needs. Hand- 
Hewn: The Art of Building Your 
Own Cabin (Chronicle Books, 
$4.95) will tell you much of what 
you need to know to put up an 
actual log house or to fantasize 
rather specifically along such 
lines. A more handsome volume, 
with more spectacular (though 
surely less permanent) examples 
of recent construction, is Hand- 
made Houses: A Guide to the 
Woodbutcher's Art (A&W, 
$5.95), by Art Boericke and Barry 
Shapiro, a beautiful and inspiring 


book, lavishly filled out with pho- 
tographs. Then there is Mud 
Space & Spirit: Handmade 
Adobes (Capra Press, $7.95), by 
Virginia Gray and Alan Macrae, 
with photos by Wayne McCall, a 
splendid report on the things that 
are possible in the Southwest 
through use of building tech- 
niques older than Columbus. 
—Patrick Owens 


RECOMMENDED READING 


Bittersweet, by Terri Schultz 
(Thomas Y. Crowell, $8.95), is a 
beautifully written and insightful 
book on loneliness among young 
people. Ms. Schultz draws upon 
her own experiences and on 
those of friends to illustrate dif- 
ferent ways of coping with soli- 
tude and to show, in fact, how 
many people have learned to turn 
loneliness to their advantage. 

“| have learned,” she writes, 
that “loneliness does not have to 
be destructive. ... But in order for 
us to know whether it will harm us 
or help us, we must first be able to 
recognize its face, be aware when 
it strikes, understand why, and 
know what it does to our lives.” 
This book goes a very long way 
toward illuminating a problem 
that many of us face in our 
lives. — Tom Holtz 


A Santa Claus from Real Life: nostalgia of depravity. 


SOUNDS 


THE FAMILY WAY 


NN ome of this disco music 

is the pits," said a sweat- 
a drenched Ernie Isley as 
he draped himself over a folding 
chair backstage at Madison 
Square Garden. He was wearing 
an unlikely-looking combination 
of leather, furs, and something 
that appeared to be vinyl, and he 
had been playing so hard that the 
furs were wringing wet, the leath- 
er soggy, the vinyl! streaked. 

“On the other hand," he con- 
tinued, “some disco music is ac- 
tual dynamite. The thing is, the 
public wants dance music, some- 
thing with at least the insinuation 
of a backbeat. Rock 'n’ roll is 
going back to where it was at the 
beginning: you could always 
dance to Chuck Berry or Elvis or 
the early Beatles. Another thing 
you have to remember about dis- 
cos is that people are exposed to 
a lot of new, progressive music 
there. Around 1967-68, you 
could go to the Cheetah in New 
York and they'd be playing rec- 
ords like Jimi Hendrix's ‘Purple 
Haze. It may be that whatever 
the people are dancing to is 
what's actually happening.” 

Ernie had just finished stirring 
up a near-capacity Garden crowd 
with one last screaming, super- 
amplified guitar solo while his 
three older brothers, Ronald, 
Rudolph, and Kelly, chanted and 
grunted and shouted and 
shrieked. Although he is only 
twenty-four, he has been a mem- 
ber of the family band since 
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1969. The original Isley Brothers 
began as a vocal trio back in 
1957. No other rock group can 
match this longevity record. 
What's more, the Isleys are main- 
taining their present level of pop- 
ularity without trafficking in 
nostalgia. Even Elvis Presley still 
performs his early hits. Yet the 
Isley Brothers never do “Shout,” 
their 1959 million-seller, or 
“Twist and Shout,” its equally 
successful 1962 sequel, or their 
influential 1969 single, “It's Your 
Thing.” Nor do they directly in- 
voke the specter of Jimi Hendrix, 
their former lead guitarist. The 
Isleys may be veterans, but they 
remain determinedly fresh and 
contemporary. 

In fact, the disco-conscious 
1970s have been their most con- 
sistently productive period. Every 
album they have released since 
mid-1973, when they began re- 
cording for Columbia, has sold 
well over one million copies, and 
“That Lady,” “Live It Up,” and 
“Fight The Power” were all gold 
singles. Although a change-of- 
pace album, Harvest for the 
World, contained mostly ballads 
and didn’t yield a single hit, it 
went gold anyway, within weeks 
of its release. Yet the Isleys are 
rarely written about in the rock 
press, and many pop radio sta- 
tions ignore their records entirely. 

The Isley Brothers’ music is 
and always has been very, very 
black, not too black for the many 
white fans who buy their records, 
but too black for many white rock 
writers and disc jockeys. 

“Black music has always been 
kept in some sort of corner,” com- 
plained Ronald Isley, the group's 
chunkily handsome lead singer, 
when he was asked about pub- 
licity and air play. “White friends 
of ours from out of town will say, ‘I 
didn't hear your record; when | 
happen to know that it sold, say, 
850,000 copies. Certain stations 
just didn't want to play it. Right 
now the one big outlet for black 
music is the discos.” 

Ronald gave Ernie a fatherly 
hug, as all the older brothers do 
when he has played particularly 
well, and left to change his 
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clothes. Kelly, whose heavy frame 
filled a bright yellow jump suit, 
added, “We never tried to follow 
any other act, never tried to cut a 
‘disco’ single. Remember, ‘Shout’ 
was a six-minute-and-something 
record with two different tempos 
in it. People said it would never 
get played. The fact of the matter 
is that we move people, and we 
enjoy doing that. It’s really a car- 
ry-over from gospel music, which 
moves people automatically.” 
Most contemporary black vo- 
calists were gospel singers first, 
but the Isieys never really aban- 
doned the gospel sound. Ronald, 
Rudolph, Kelly, and their brother, 
Vernon, sang with their mother 
before they entered grade school. 
Vernon was killed by a truck 
while he was riding his bicycle, 
but the other three carried on. in 
1957, when Ronald turned six- 
teen, the Isleys decided to seek 
fame and fortune in New York 
City. A chance meeting on the 
Greyhound bus they caught led 
immediately to auditions with 
various record companies and to 
a management agreement. Soon 
they were performing at black 
theaters like the Howard and the 
Apollo; and although they were 
Still imitating hit groups, notably 
Frankie Lymon and the Teen- 


agers, they made good money. 

After several unsuccessful 
records, the brothers made 
“Shout” for RCA. It was a thinly 
secularized slice of gospel hys- 
teria, the sort of music one might 
hear in a storefront church in any 
American ghetto. But such music 
had never been heard on pop 
radio. When “Shout” was re- 
leased, in 1959, American Band- 
stand banality was gaining the 
upper hand in pop. The record 
seized the imaginations of rock- 
starved whites as well as the 
affections of blacks, who knew 
that “shouting” was something 
people did in church when the 
spirit moved them. After several 
years more of stabs at the Top 
Ten, the brothers recorded “Twist 
and Shout.” A year after its re- 
lease, it was revived by the Bea- 
tles on their first album. The three 
Isleys toured England, where 
they hung out with up-and-com- 
ing rockers like the Rolling 
Stones. 

After an on-again-off-again 
relationship with Motown, the 
Isleys added the young Jimi 
Hendrix and began to revamp 
their style in the direction of pro- 
gressive rock. Then younger 
brother Ernie came in to fill 
Hendrix’s shoes; Marvin, another 


Ernie of the Isley Brothers: “Some disco music is the pits!" 


younger brother, was added on 
bass; and Isley brother-in-law 
Chris Jasper joined as keyboard 
player. By 1969 they were a self- 
contained family unit except for 
their drummer, and on records 
Ernie began to play the drum 
parts as well as guitar. 

The new sound was a kind of 
black rock: still gospel shouting 
on top, but now supported by a 
lean, loud, aggressive instrumen- 
tal quartet. Songs stretched long- 
er as Ernie began matching his 
older brothers’ churchy vocal im- 
provisations with long, searing 
guitar solos. 

Of all the brothers, he is the 
most openly enthusiastic, and 
more and more his extraordinary 
musicianship dominates the 
group’s performances. His re- 
corded guitar solos—the best is 
the full-throttle improvisation on 
“Hope You Feel Better,” from the 
album The Heat Is On—are the 
most bracing examples of the art 
since Hendrix. But they are per- 
sonal extensions, not out-and- 
out copies, like the work of so 
many white Hendrix imitators. 

“| just love the guitar,” he said. 
“The sound of it, the feel of it, the 
way it looks. | never know what 
I'm going to do when | play a solo, 
and, really, that’s why | love rock 
‘n’ roll. It's free—that's what 
makes it. You can’t take one song 
or one form and define the style.” 

The lights in the dressing room 
flickered on and off. Itwas time to 
be going back to Teaneck, N. J., 
where the Isleys live separately 
but practically within shouting 
distance of each other (the youn- 
ger, unmarried members still in 
the same house with their moth- 
er). “I think the reason the group 
survived so long is that our roots 
are the church,” Ernie said as he 
got up to leave. “We stuck to- 
gether and believed in ‘Honor Thy 
Father and Thy Mother’ and in 
God." To which Ronald Isley, pas- 
sing by on his way out, could only 
add: “That's the foundation of 
this whole business, the founda- 
tion of rock 'n’ roll music. It had to 
come from somewhere, and the 
church is where it all came from.” 
— Robert Palmer 
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Garner Ted Armstrong is a media 
superstar, but his message is a real bummer. 
~ We're about to blow 
ourselves up, sayeth the prophet, 
- and, God help us, Garner Ted has discovered 
; the profit of fear. 
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WOAI San Antonio; then he fades and 
comes in loud and clear on KLAC Los 
Angeles. He signs off, and you pick him up 
starting over again on WREC Memphis or 
WOR New York or KSL’Salt Lake or WRVA 
Richmond or any of the hundreds of other 
radio stations that carry his half-hour “The 
World Tomorrow” broadcast six nights a 
week. He's the Fifth Horseman of the Apoc- 
alypse, Fear, spreading his warning of the 
Coming End across the airwaves to 50 
million people every week and telling of The 
Wonderful World Tomorrow that will follow 
the nuclear obliteration mankind is about to 
Dring upon itself. 

After the smoke clears, he says, the sur- 
vivors will find heaven on earth, with Jesus 
sitting on the throne of David in Jerusalem, 
reigning over the millennium and running a 
sort of United Nations in Christ, brooking no 
opposition, and smiting down those who 
resist His coming. Or, in the words of one of 
Garner Ted's aides: "The good news is that 
Christ is coming back. The bad news is that 
he's pissed off’ And Garner Ted Armstrong 
and the 100,000 followers of his Worldwide 
Church of Gad (WWCG) believe it. 

Much more tangible—and believable— 
than The World Tomorrow is the world 
today of Garner Ted Armstrong and the 
apocalyptic empire over which he presides, 
The Worldwide Church of God, which spon- 
sors “The World Tomorrow" radio programs, 
is headquartered in Pasadena, Calif, on the 
campus of Ambassador College, a small 
liberal-arts institution of 800 students of 
which Garner Ted Armstrong is president. 
Ambassador College takes up fifty prime 
acres on both sides of the Pasadena Free- 
way. Although it is not a Bible college, it is 
church affiliated and offers a religious corre- 
spondence course that more than 500,000 
people have completed. There is a hand- 
lettered sign in the student union, announc- 
ing “a student project to raise $10,000 to 
put ‘The World Tomorrow’ on another radio 
station,” 

The college is a Garden of Allah sur- 
rounded by quiet streets and manicured 
lawns and very expensive homes, including 
Garner Ted's large, ranch-style affair, which 
is easily worth $150,000. Date palms, Royal 
palms, Australian gum myrtle, Norfolk pines, 
live oaks, and sycamores grace the hill- 
sides. Ducks and swans meander on the 
greensward. There are waterfalls, fountains, 
reflecting pools, and streams stocked with 
fish. A sumptuous sunken garden separates 
the modern chemistry and fine-arts build- 
ings. The college recently won an award 
designating it “The Most Beautiful College 
Campus” in America. 

Dominating this small Eden is the Hall of 
Administration of the WWCG. It is a honey- 
comb of white marble with four-story 
atriums; expensive chromium wall sculp- 
tures; and, in the lobby, a solid-silver, foot- 
high replica of the Mayflower purchased 
from Harrod’s of London. Garner Ted 
Armstrong's radio studio is on the top floor, 
behind a thick oak door marked “Private” 
Inside, behind double glass separating it 
from the well-equipped control room, is the 
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desk where herald-cum-newsman 
Armstrong sits and makes his six-day-a- 
week “The World Tomorrow” broadcast 
tapes, Surrounded by dozens of pictures of 
himself in action: there's Garner Ted, mike in 
hand, with the Apollo astronauts; Garner 
Ted, tanned and windblown, reporting from 
the Golan Heights; Garner Ted, in Hawaiian 
shirt, standing before a nuclear-power plant, 
his eyes gazing earnestly into the television 
lens 

Next door are the head offices of the 
WWCG, an executive suite so lavish in its 
appointments that by comparison the 
boardrooms of most of the country's top 
corporations look simple. Corporations are 
usually cost conscious; this church is not. 
The walls are of paneled hardwoods, the 
huge desks of rich walnut, the long sofas of 
red Velvet, and everything else in leather or 
wool. No plastic, vinyl, acrylic, or formica is 
anywhere in evidence. 

This is not surprising, considering 
Armstrong's $50 million annual budget to 
do with as he, his father, and his executives 
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“The good news,’ 
says an Armstrong aide, 
“is that Christ is 
coming back. 

The bad news is that 
he's pissed off?” 
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see fit. Most of the $50 million is collected 
trom WWCG members, who must mini- 
mally tithe but give in some cases as much 
as 30 percent of their income. The rest of it 
comes from some 300,000 “coworkers” 
who voluntarily contribute to The Work of 
the WWCG, which is to spread the Gospel, 
or "Good News," Ironically, no appeal for 
funds or donations is ever made on “The 
World Tomorrow” broadcasts or in the mag- 
azine Plain Truth, and all literature is given 
away free. But the money rolls in from 
believers around the world, Enough money 
to buy air time on 500 domestic and foreign 
radio stations and 131 television stations. 
Enough money to support the plush Ambas- 
sador College as well as a second campus 
of bright, modern buildings at Big Sandy, 
Tex,, east of Dallas, where courses in agri- 
culture and mass communications are fea- 
tured. Enough money for two jets, a Dassault 
Falcon, and a Grumann G2, the largest 
private aircraft made, 

There is also enough money for the opu- 
lent Ambassador Auditorium, an $11 mil- 
lion, 1,200-seat performing-arts center that 
has been acclaimed by visiting artists as the 
finest small concert hall in the world. It 


operates under the aegis of the Ambassador 
International Cultural Foundation (AICF), of 
which Garner Ted Armstrong is president, 
and which is “Made Possible By Gifts From 
The World Wide Church of God," as the 
gold-plated inscription explains, 

The decor includes seventy-foot interior 
walls of rosewood and teak, twenty-four- 
karat gold leaf on the staircase soffits, and 
Persian rose-onyx walls in the foyer, which 
reflect a 6,000-pound chandelier. The exte- 
rior walls are black marble, set off by a white 
colonnade that is topped by an ornate cor- 
nice of gold tile. It is a modern Temple of 
Solomon. Proceeds from the concert series, 
underwritten by the AICF go to United Way, 
UNICEF the March of Dimes, the NAACP Tel 
Aviv University, and toward cosponsoring, 
with Hebrew University, ongoing archae- 
ological excavations at the Temple Mount in 
Jerusalem, where students from Ambas- 
sador College dig down through 3,000 years 
of history, looking for the Throne of David, 
Where Jesus is going to sit. 

What in God's name is a Christian funda- 
mentalist radio preacher doing in the busi- 
ness of high culture, arranging benefits for 
Israel and helping to support Jewish archae- 
ological digs? What is a religious funda- 
mentalist doing in the news business, 
producing a mass-audience news maga- 
zine and sophisticated color documentaries 
in his forty-five-man, ultramodern television 
studio? Who is Garner Ted Armstrong, and 
why is he engaged in telling fully one quar- 
ter of the American people—in the biggest 
media blitz run by one man the world has 
known—that we're about to blow ourselves 
up? 

First of all, Garner Ted Armstrong is the 
son of Herbert W. Armstrong, who con- 
ceived the idea of radio preaching in 1934. 
Although Garner Ted Armstrong is currently 
the best known of the two Armstrongs, 
Herbert's twenty-five years of "The World 
Tomorrow” broadcasts once made his name 
a household word to inveterate radio lis- 
teners across the country. By 1960 Garner 
Ted had taken over responsibility for “The 
World Tomorrow; the world's oldest and 
longest-running radio show. But it was his 
father, now eighty-four, who put the 
Armstrong empire together. 

Herbert Armstrong is a portly, plump- 
jawed gentleman with a kindly smile who, 
despite his years, travels incessantly. He 
retains the title of college chancellor and 
pastor general of the WWCG, Herbert was a 
successful Chicago advertising man during 
the early 1900s, until hard times cost him 
his job and he returned to his rural home 
near Eugene, Oreg. His family quickly sank 
into hopeless poverty, while his wife became 
interested in one of the local Jesus sects 
and began telling him that modern Chris- 
tianity had it all wrong and totally misrepre- 
sented what the Bible realy said. “The 
Sabbath is Saturday, not Sunday," she in- 
formed him. She had found the way. “This 
was the worst news | have ever heard! My 
wife gone into religious fanaticism!" Herbert 
recalls in his autobiography. To prove his 
wife wrong, he began studying the Bible 


OFFICIAL RULES,.,.NO PURCHASE REQUIRED 


9 


100% Blended Scotch Whiskies. 86.8 Proof. Imported by Somerset Importers, Ltd., N.Y., N.Y. *Actual prize diamond not shown 


The $45,000 
Johnnie Walker Red 
“On The Rocks’ Contest 


Win a dazzling diamond* 
and celebrate with 


..’ Johnnie Walker Red 


on the rocks. 


To enter, look at the labels on any bottle of Johnnie Walker Red Scotch Whisky. 
and then answer the three questions listed below 


1. Johnnie Walker Red is bottled in what city in Scotland? 
Answer 

2. In what city did Johnnie Walker Red receive the 
highest award in 1890? Answer 

3. Johnnie Walker Red is (Answer) 
Scotch Whiskies 


Mail your completed form to 
JOHNNIE WALKER RED 

ON THE ROCKS” CONTEST 
P.O. BOX 5000, 

NEW CANAAN, CONN. 06842 


| certify that | am of legal drinking age under the laws 
of my home state 
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diligently and, as if it had been opium, got 
hooked himself. "It was humiliating to have 
to admit my wife had been right and | had 
been wrong. It was shocking to learn that all 
these churches were wrong,’ he writes. He 
decided to switch frorn advertising to God, 
ultimately getting the God account and 
becoming one of the Almighty's most effec- 
tive advertisers. 

Herbert Armstrong became a minister of 
a small Pentecostal sect and “these simple, 
Bible-loving people, looking to me for lead- 
ership.” In 1931, says Armstrong, “Christ 
ordained me to preach the Gospel of the 
Kingdom in all the world as a witness to all 
nations,’ which is no small calling. And so he 
went on the air and published the first 
edition of his magazine The Plain Truth."On 
that tiny-powered radio station KORE in 
Eugene, Oreg.—and in that infant, mim- 
eographed Plain Truth—was going out an 
astonishing Message! Just as the public, 
1,900 years before, had been astonished at 
Christ's Gospel, so were those who began to 
hear this SAME Gospel in 1934. It was 
utterly different from what had been 
palmed off as ‘Christianity.’ he writes, One 
man, after three and one-half years of per- 
sonal Bible study, had overnight eradicated 
2,000 years of biblical interpretation and 
orthodox Christian doctrine. Astonishing! 
But the people in his alienated and con- 
fused listening audience liked hearing the 
inside dope on what Jesus and the Old 
Testament prophets really had to say, from 
One who Knew, or who said he knew. So 
they kept sending him money, and during 
the war he went on the air over a 150,000- 
watt Mexican border station and in 1947 
moved his Radio Church of God, as it was 
then called, to Pasadena. He founded Am- 


bassador College and went for the big time: 
a nationwide radio ministry, 

Today, retired from broadcasting, 
Armstrong Sr. still trots the globe as “An 
Ambassador for World Peace without Port- 
folio representing the Government of God," 
in the words of an aide. He is a sort of elder 
statesman to America’s millions of religious 
fanatics. He addresses large audiences and 
public figures in dozens of countries. speak- 
ing about love and understanding and 
human potential. 

During the past few years, Herbert 
Armstrong has met with the leaders of 
Japan, Jordan, Monaco, the Netherlands, 
Egypt, India, Indonesia, Israel, the Philip- 
pines, Tanzania, Thailand, Iran, South Africa, 
Kenya, and on and on and on. The man is 
tireless, However, should he show up in 
Washington, D.C., few people in the govern- 
ment would know who he is—except for 
Ellsworth Bunker, former ambassador to 
South Vietnam. 

Bunker invited Herbert to visit Vietnam in 
1971. "To give millions of readers true UN- 
DERSTANDING of the Plain Truth about THE 
VIETNAM WAR, | flew personally to Saigon” 
(in his Grumann G2), wrote Herbert. In the 
pages of Plain Truth. he explained that if the 
United States did not stop Communist “ag- 
gressions and invasions at South Vietnam, it 
would be too late. They would have gained 
such a grip on conquering the whole world, 
we would be unable to stop them before 
they invaded the United States.” His peripa- 
letic aide, Stanley Rader, wrote in the same 
issue: “Better to have to lose 54,000 US. 
soldiers’ lives than 70 million lives of civil- 
jans, women and children as well as sol- 
diers—and probably end up SLAVES to the 
Communists” 


"was supposed to get the window seat this trip!” 
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Herbert's son, Garner Ted, concentrates 
less on anticommunism, although “he's 
anti-Communist like you wouldn't believe,” 
as his PR man describes him. He takes a 
plague-on-both-your-houses approach to 
the two supernations, whose mad arms 
race, he is convinced, will end life on this 
planet as we know it, forcing Jesus to 
intervene. Garner Ted Armstrong is now in 
charge of the administration of all tha 
Armstrong institutions, Besides being presi- 
dent of Ambassador College and president 
of the Cultural Foundation, he is executive 
vice-president of the Worldwide Church of 
God, editor in chief of The Plain Truth, and 
executive producer of GIA-TV—that’s 
Garner Ted Armstrong Television. And of 
course he is the honey-throated herald 
whose radio-broadcast message, that we 
are living through “the last days,” reaches 
more Americans every day than any of the 
network news shows. 

He doesn't look the part: he 1s strikingly 
handsome, smooth, daprer, a natty dresser 
in well-tailored suits and bright ties that 
enhance a strikingly youthful countenance 
belying his forty-seven years. The silver- 
haired, silver-tongued talker is fast becom- 
ing an American institution, with far more 
spiritual clout than that of almost any other 
religious leader. He ts late-night companion- 
ship to thousands of truckers, the voice of 
the morning to millions of farmers, the liv- 
ing-room preacher to a subculture of lonely, 
frightened, disoriented Americans. He is 
even better known in Canada, where the 
airwaves are saturated with his television 
and radio broadcasts. Carried over 150,000- 
watt Radio Luxembourg, the most powerful 
commercial station in the world, his voice |s 
well known to millions of Europeans. 

GTA, as he's known around Pasadena, is 
no “born again" preacher who waves his’ 
arms in emotional frenzy and asks au- 
diences to “receive Christ as your personal 
saviour.” In fact, he says he doesn''t believe in 
proselytizing but merely “warning” and 
“bearing witness of the Good News of the 
coming Kingdom of God on Earth." He never 
feally wanted to be a minister, he says, but 
has “a call from God" to do what he's doing. 
He is intensely media shy. “He doesn't feel 
he's a public figure—he doesn't belong to 
the public,” says Tom Hall, Garner Ted's PR 
man in Pasadena, explaining why 
Armstrong seldom grants interviews. What- 
ever he is or represents, he is definitely not a 
mindless crackpot Christer. 

After duty as a seaman aboard an aircraft 
carrier in the Korean War, and “after | got 
tired of slopping around and wasting my 
money on cigarettes and beer," he says, “I 
decided to look for a new kind of life." So he 
took a Ph.D. in theology at Ambassador 
College—where else?—and adopted his 
father's rigid biblical literalism. Later his 
father ordained him (Herbert, remember, 
insists he was ordained by Jesus Christ 
himself). Little Garner Ted was entirely mute 
until he was two and one-half, and his father 
believes it was a direct answer to his 
prayers, a “miracle from God;" that cured his 
son of his speech problem. “And he's been 


1977 
Celica GT 
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That's the 1977 Toyota Celica. Hot “ 

because Celica was chosen as Motor Trend's 1976 Import Car of the Year. Hot 

because there are three models, including the racy '77 GT Liftback. Hot be- 

cause the Celicas are built with Toyota's famous toughness and durability. Their 

welded unitized-body construction eliminates body nuts and bolts to make 
5 them three of the most durable cars on the road. 


i) Hot Performer. The '77 Celicas are powered by the rev- 
Olutionary 20R engine—a 2.2 liter overhead cam design. 
fa, _) Built from the ground up to give power, durability, and great 
= ®) gas mileage. For example: In 1977 EPA 

¥~ tests the Celica GT with 5-speed trans-” 
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habits and your cars condition and equipment. Califor- 
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1977 Celicas. Like MacPherson strut front suspension, 
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we're proud enough to say, if you can find a better built small car than 
Toyota...buy it. 
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talking ever since; says Herbert. As God's 
mouthpiece while the end of the world gets 
nearer, GTA draws a comfortable salary of 
$50,000 a year, enjoys his Falcon jet, which 
he pilots himself (he's also qualified to fly 
the church's several prop aircraft), and gets 
into the backcountry of Colorado several 
times a year for hunting and fishing. He 
drives a 1970 Cadillac and a remodeled 
1930 Model-A. He is lead guitarist and 
vocalist ina C & W band; a devoted basket- 
ball, chess, and bridge player; and an artist 
in oils. He speaks fluent Spanish, reads 
stacks of Western novels, and writes most of 
the free booklets that are promoted on “The 
World Tomorrow" radio program. He con- 
cludes every broadcast with "Write for the 
free booklet... [title]. It's absolutely free. 
Write to Garner Ted Armstrong, Pasadena, 
California.” 

These free “booklets,” which are read by 
millions, contain the beliefs of the WWCG 
and Garner Ted Armstrong. There is the Four 
Horseman series, on famine, pestilence, 
and war There are pamphlets on over- 
population, crime, racial conflict, political 
corruption, and pollution, all of them telling 
people what they already know, that the 
world's a mess. There are booklets entitled 
Is Sex Sin? Why Were You Barn? and Does 
God Exist? Some, like The Modern Ro- 
mans: The Decline of Western Civilization, 
are respectable pieces of historical scholar- 
ship and current political analysis. Militar- 
ism is denounced: “The principal contribu- 
tion of modern science and technology has 
been the production of constantly more 
terrifying weapons of mass destruction” 
writes Garner Ted. “Our peoples today stand 


on the brink of disaster greater than 
Rome's." The American parallels to Rome's 
decay are exhaustively outlined, from “wel- 
farism,” to “sodomy and legalized homosex- 
uality,” to the “collapse of the home” to the 
“mad craze for pleasure” He cites “the 
ascendency of the cults which takes place 
in times of confusion" such as the latter days 
of Rome and draws comparisons with the 
modern Western obsessions with Bud- 
dhism, Indian gurus, Sun Myung Moon, and 
so on, However, he fails to make the connec- 
tion with the cult of Garner Ted Armstrong, 
which is also prospering in these times of 
confusion. Nor, of course, does he count 
himself among the “false prophets” that the 
Bible says will proliferate just before the End. 

He writes of the Last Days in which, he 
says, we live: “We have appraised the major 
facets of modern Civilization—this world's 
Education system, its Science and Technol- 
ogy, its Commerce and Industry, its systems 
of Government, its Social Order and its 
Religions, and we have found them all 
WRONG—all EVIL—all DECADENT. They 
are ready to die. But the ETERNAL GOD will 
soon usher in the UTOPIAN world of peace 
and happiness. World-famous scientists 
now say frankly that the on/y HOPE for 
SURVIVAL on earth is a supreme, world- 
ruling government, controlling all military 
power. They admit that this is impossible for 
man to accomplish." 

Few people would argue that the world 
just may be going down the tubes. But 
Garner Ted Armstrong and his “gospel ma- 
chine," as he likes to call it, have answers! 
Here lies his phenomenal success. The 
“answers” are found in the free booklet and 


“He's changed the tone of this year's message, hasn't he?" 
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his handbook of doom and human salvation, 
The Wonderful World Tomorrow: What It 
Will Be Like. Garner Ted explains in great 
detail exactly how the whole world will be 
saved at the last possible moment. “The 
nations will be engaged in a climactic BAT- 
TLE of coming World War lll, with one 
battlefront at Jerusalem, and then Christ will 
return!” The warring nations will turn their 
nuclear weapons on Jesus and his host of 
angels, including the resurrected apostles 
and the prophets and kings of the Old 
Testament, but will be “put down by 
FORCE —divine supernatural force!” 

The Bible predicts, says Garner Ted 
Armstrong, that Jesus will come exactly 
“when delay would result in blasting all 
life from this planet’ They quote Matthew, 
chapter 24; “For then there will be great 
tribulation, such as has not been from the 
beginning of the world until now, no, and 
never will be. And if those days had not been 
shortened, no human being would be saved 
("no human flesh left alive” in the King 
James version]; but for the elect's sake 
those days will be shortened" 

Asks Robert Kuhn, GTA’s second-hand 
man for the entire vast apocalyptic orga- 
nization, “When before in history has man 
had the potential to blow himself up? That 
possibility has only emerged since the ad- 
vent of the hydrogen nuclear bomb. That's 
why we believe this is ‘the time of the end’ 
that the Bible talks about.’ However, accord- 
ing to this prophecy, it sounds like Jesus and 
his Sword of Iron will be doing a little 
Zapping of his own when and if he arrives. 

But if you're converted to God's way and 
repent, you will survive and be made a 
divine member of the elect and get to 
participate in the government of the New 
Jerusalem, ruling over the mere mortals who 
have yet to come around. "The most ABLE, 
the most RIGHTEOUS, those best fitted for 
office will be placed in all offices of respon- 
sibility and power,” says Garner Ted. "We 
know that King David of ancient Israel, 
resurrected, will be King over the twelve 
great nations composed of literal descen- 
dants of the twelve tribes of Israel. We know 
the Twelve Apostles will each be a King, 
sitting on a throne, over ONE of those great 
nations, ,.. Mortal man has proved he is in- 
Capable of governing himself, so there will 
be no elections, no political parties. Abra- 
ham, Isaac, and Jacob will function as a 
topflight TEAM with Abraham as ‘Chairman’ 
of the TEAM, next under Christ in the coming 
World Government of God!" He believes 
Daniel, Moses, and Elijah will be among the 
“chief executive personnel under Christ.” 
Noah will head a “vast project of the RE- 
LOCATION OF THE RACES and NATIONS?” 
and “Job will be Director of worldwide 
URBAN RENEWAL, rebuilding the waste 
places and the destroyed cities” Under the 
New Covenant, for an entire raillennium, 
there will be no crime, no wars, no hunger, no 
hatreds, and no sex, for men and women 
“will be made equal” 

Don't worry about America. The Arm- 
strongs believe that America and Britain 
have joined the Jews as "the chosen peo- 
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> How come’ , = 
i enj oU smoking 
and you dont?” 


It's got to be my cigarette. Salem 
gives me great taste. And enough fresh 
menthol to keep things interesting. 


: You'd enjoy smoking, too, if 
‘7 ou smoked Salem. 


Salem. 


Po 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
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e/flove aman 
who is 

free about 
his boay, 

like | am. 

| walk 
around in the 
nude 
constantly!® 


Sweet, Saacy Sasan 


Susan Jonnson is obviously old enough to know the facts of life, but still childlike 
enough to be turned on by elementary sex. And no one really has to show her. In 
fact, Susan has always been eager to learn: “When | was fourteen, | ran away from 
home and went to Las Vegas, but | couldn't even get into the casinos, and so! went 
home again” Home for this temptingly endowed 35'4-23-35 lass was, at that time, 
a farm, forty miles west of Chicago. “It was very quiet, really nice. | had horses, 
goats, ducks, rabbits, dogs, cats. | live in Chicago now, but I'm still an animal 
freak—| have two dogs, two Cats, a bird, and even an aquarium full of tropical fish!" 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY FERRIS JENNINGS 
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life-style 

y jo to a friendly neighborhood bar 

where | can dance, listen to music, and maybe even play darts. Other times | like 

putting on a long dress. do g sumptuous French 
restaurant. Frenct so g 2 t ) Se so great that | 

almost sexu UC tquant about men. “I like men who 

are independent and are not threatened by my independence. | love a man who is 


not afraid to cry and is free about his body, like | am. | walk around in the nude 
ature 


constantly — al g love. | just have to let my skin breathe! 


@Once | had sex 

ina Swimming pool 
filled with 

other people... 

they didn't know what 
was going on.® 
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e/ care very much 
about pleasing my 
partner; | want 

to make sure he’s 
enjoying himself 
as much as |am® 


"Sex is the most important thing in my life. lsimply couldn't live without it. But Ihave 
to feel something for the person I'm with, something has to click, and there has to 
be some kind of closene | have to be emotionally involved. | also care very 
much about pleasing my partner; | want to make sure that he’s enjoying himself as 
much as | am. |! don't like to make love in the dark; candlelight is much better. It 
gives a nice glow and lets us look at each other, so that we really get to know one 
another's bodies intimately. Making love outside is also a turn-on. Once, at a party, | 
had sex in a swimming pool filled with other people ._. but they didn't even know 
what was going on. We wouldn't have stopped even if they'd known!” 


of Kelly's Antiques Chicago 


“| have a lot of sexual fantasies, but my favorite one is where I'm out hitchhiking and two truck 
drivers pick me up. For a while, | just sit there talking to them until one suggests | go into the 
sleeper to take a rest. | do, and he follows me in, Then, while his partner is driving along the 
highway at seventy miles an hour, he makes violent love to me. Afterward, it's the driver’s turn” 
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ASSASSINS 
ON ICE 


Look out for coach Fred Shero 
and his swift-skating, 
high-sticking Philadelphia Flyers, 
They'll slash you, stick you, 
or even mug you in order to win. 
And you thought they 
made pink ice with food coloring! 


We know that hockey is where we live, where we can 
best meet and overcome pain and wrong and death. 
Life is just a place where we spend time between 
games. —Fred Shero, coach, Philadelphia Flyers 


On Sunday, January 11, 1976, Philadelphia forfeited 
forever any conceivable remaining claim as a citadel of 
fraternal amity. The event was Super Bowl | of hockey: the 
Philadelphia Flyers, the infamous Broad Street Bullies, 
black-and-orange executioners of the National Hockey 
League and twice its Stanley Cup champion, versus 
Moscow's Central Army Club, the vanquishers of North 
America's finest. the smoothest skaters and slickest 
stick-handlers in the universe, the sort of pure, perfectly 
blended professional outfit that only a noncapitalistic 
society can produce. 

Aside from their artistry on ice, the Soviets play a very 
polite game of hockey. Now, let us be plain: the Phila- 
delphia Flyers do not. “I hate the S.0.B.s" growled the 
Flyers’ volatile captain, Bobby Clarke. 

Sure enough, on the night of the battle, the Flyers 
trotted out two of their most formidable weapons: Kate 
Smith and Fear. For those who have never caught the 
Flyers’ act, Kate Smith is their tons-afun totem; they are 
supposedly invincible when she opens a game by 
belting out “God Bless America.’ The fear factor was 
introduced by the Philadelphia fans, not the most genteel 
of God's creatures. They came pouring into the spacious 
Broad Street Spectrum, a roisterous mob nearly 18,000 
strong, and set up a roar that was calculated to drive the 
last defenders from Stalingrad. 

After Kate and the gang had thoroughly intimidated 
the Russians, Philadelphia's version of the Nibelungen 
Division took over: Boris Mikhailov catches a glove in the 
face from the dread Dave Schultz; Ed Van Impe jams a 
stick into Alexander Maltsev's stomach; Valery Vasiliev's 
head connects with Bill Barber's bunched forearm; 
Bobby Clarke slashes Valery Kharlamov's ankle—the 
same ankle that Clarke rendered inoperative during the 
1972 Soviet-Team Canada series 

The Russians skated so briskly away from their at- 
tackers that it took more than ten minutes for the death 


= blow to land: Van Impe dealt a sharp right elbow to the 


head of the unhappy Kharlamov, who went down like a 


s felled ox. What most outraged Russian coach Konstantin 


Loktev was that no penalty was levied. What brand of 


- hockey was this? Welcome to the Spectrum, Joe 


BY MARK GOODMAN 
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Loktey, in a snit, rounded up his bleeding 
troops and retreated to the dressing room. 
While the Flyer fans whooped and hollered 
and catcalled and fired every available pro- 
jectile iceward, NHL President Clarence 
Campbell and his aides hurried to the Soviet 
locker room for a quick summit. Their mes- 
sage struck deep into the poetic Russian 
soul: no game, no $200,000 guarantee. 
Back the Russians came, but they were so 
sheil-shocked that they scarcely noticed the 
blizzard of boos. “The dominating factor in 
the rest of the game,” recalls Mark Mulvoy of 
Sports illustrated, “is that the Russians 
were scared shitless” The swift Russian 
forwards got only cursory glimpses of the 
Flyer net. while the Flyers fired on goalie 
Viadislav Tretiak almost at will. In the end 
they outshot the Soviets by an incredible 
49-13 and outscored them by 4-1. And 
when the game was over and the Flyers had 
tromped into their dressing room, steaming 
and snorting and grinning monstrous, gap- 
toothed grins, a smallish, soft-spoken figure 
with dark glasses and a Victorian Mountie 
mustache stood up and then proclaimed: 
“We won today. And now we are on top of the 
mountain." 

The person who uttered this majestic 
pronunciamento has delivered a good many 
more majestic apothegms, epigrams, and 
homilies than you would expect from your 
workaday hockey coach, who Is by tradition 
an icebound monosyllabic. But Fred Shero, 
fifty, is an aberration So pronounced in the 
dun world of hockey personalities that even 
the Flyers’ Fact Book concedes that “he is 
considered somewhat eccentric by some of 
his peers.” (Read: Mad as a blinkin’ hatter) 
His players, resigned lo eternal bafflement, 
refer to him as Mr. X, The Phantom, or, most 
frequently, The Fog. Says Bobby Clarke, 
captain, star, and team spokesman: “The 
Fog is everywhere. Turn a corner and he's 
there. Go into a bar down an alley and he's 
there; he's everywhere. And never ever will 
he say hello to you. What can you say about 
Freddie? We have lived with him and we 
love him, but we don't know him. Every time 
we think we have a handle on him, we lose 
him. He fools us all the time, and we can't 
figure him out. But we went from nothing to 
the Stanley Cup once we got him. If we lose, 
he never comes in and gives us hell. He 
treats us like men. We love Freddie" 

Clarke's bewilderment is understand- 
able. What is the average hockey player 
supposed to make of a man who quotes 
Dostoevski to him or has him skate around 
on one leg at practice for no apparent 
reason, who daily chalks lines on the locker- 
room blackboard such as “Success Is not 
the result of spontaneous combustion; you 
have to set yourself on fire"? 

They take him with a grain of salt and a 
dollop of faith, because Shero, to coin a 
phrase, may be crazy, but he's no fool. In 
1971, after thirteen and one-half years asa 
minor-league coach, Fred Shero took control 
of the Flyers, a congeries of profoundly 
mediocre castoffs who wouldn't say boo to a 
great Canadian goose, and transmogrified 
them in two years into Stanley Cup cham- 
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pions. In doing so, he also made the Flyers 
the definitive Team-You-Love-to-Hate. It is 
an obvious commentary on the escalating 
violence of hockey that the Flyers led the 
league (easily) in penalty minutes. From 
Boston to Los Angeles, from Toronto to 
Atlanta, Shero’s warriors have torn into the 
enemy like Huns on a rampage. Rival fans 
revile them; out-of-town writers brand them 
the Broad Street Bullies and worse: “ani- 
mals” and “goons” are the terms most often 
applied. Shero's reply: “If it's pretty skating 
they want, let'em go to the Ice Capades”” 
The screeds against the Flyers intensified 
last year after the shootout with the Rus- 
sians. Dave Anderson was moved to write in 
the New York Times that the victory “was a 
triumph of terror over style and could not 
have been more one-sided if Al Capone's 
mob had ambushed the Bolshoi Ballet” He 
called the Broad Street Spectrum “a cradle 
of licensed muggings" The question was 
raised again: had this odd duck in mustache 
and dark glasses, who once admitted that 
he failed three times to make the New York 


» 

When the Flyers are 
criticized for acting like Huns, 
Shero replies: 

“If it's pretty skating they 
want, let'em 
go to the Ice Capades.” 
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Rangers as a player because he refused to 
fight, created a team of hired assassins, to 
hockey's ultimate ruination? 

No. Shero has not ruined hockey in North 
America; he has revolutionized it. 

As he wrote in rebuttal to Anderson; “The 
game we played against the Russians was a 
masterpiece. The key was patience. The 
Russians pass the puck beautifully, but they 
do a lot of retreating and unnecessary skat- 
ing, hoping to lure you out of position. Our 
plan had our players refusing to leave their 
positions. At the start of the game the 
Russians made five or six beautiful passes, 
but what did they gain? Not one inch. 
There's only one puck, and we just waited. 
Eventually, they had to try to beat us. That's 
when we bumped them off the puck. Our 
patience paid off and, | believe, frustrated 
the Russians. That's the reason | believe 
they walked off after eleven minutes twenty- 
one seconds of the first period —because 
they were frustrated, not because we played 
‘animal hockey.’ ™ 

And the ultimate irony is that the Russians 
taught Shero the principles from which he 
constructed his system. While coaching at 
St. Paul for the old Central Professional 


Hockey League in the mid-1960s, Shero, 
whose parents had migrated from Russia, 
discovered the book by the great Russian 
strategist, Anatoli Tarasov. “It became my 
Bible," he told Sports Illustrated's Mulvoy 
two years ago. “I've read it at least 100 times. 
Even now | still don’t know ail there is to 
coaching. |'m still learning—that's why | 
went to a seminar in Russia." Shero's study 
of the great Russian and European teams 
convinced him that success would be found 
in the intertwining of the two divergent 
hockey philosophies —the freebooting 
American system and the stylistic European 
one. 

Basically, Shero breaks the rink down into 
zones, “with every man knowing where he 1s 
supposed to be in every situation. If they are 
where they're supposed to be, we'll beat any 
team in hockey. Look, he says, drawing out a 
mimeographed handbook detailing Shero 
tactics and Shero philosophy, “let me show 
you, | consider the corners to be dragon 
territory and the front of the nets the pits, and 
that's where our team excels. To wina game, 
you've got to win the corners and the pits. 
You give punishment there, and you take it, 
which is why we have more fights than other 
teams. And we have more courage than 
other teams.” 

So: systematic violence, ts that it, then? 
Well, yes, if only because Shero feels it is 
necessary for his Flyers, who are not so 
richly talented as the present NHL-cham- 
pion Canadiens. "Look," Shero says, “if | were 
the coach at Montreal, I'd coach just the way 
Scotty Bowman does” As it is, Shero has 
prompted Bowman and other coaches 
around the league (notably Al Arbour of the 
New York Islanders, the Flyers' most serious 
Patrick Division rival) to adopt at least por- 
tions of his system, He believes in short 
shifts for both his offensive lines and his 
defensemen. Says Shero: “I want my players 
to skate like hell and get off the ice. If they're 
on for even one minute, that can be too long.” 

In short, Shero has methodically set about 
eliminating the star system from hockey. As 
he once reflected: “It destroys me when | 
see someone like Bobby Orr having the 
puck all night. Orr is a great player, sure, but 
you've got to get players to use their talents 
for the good of everyone. You've got to get 
them to fit into a pattern. Of course, some 
teams don't have patterns, but that's their 
fault” 

It's not that the Flyers are without stars of 
their own. Bobby Clarke, a seraphic lad of 
twenty-seven, has already been named the 
NHUs Most Valuable Player three times; 
goalie Bernie Parent won two successive 
Vezina trophies as the league's outstanding 
goalie before he was sidelined with a neck 
injury last season, Forward Reggie Leach 
became the first player in history to score 
sixty-one goals, and the fearsome line of 
Clarke, Leach, and Barber set another NHL 
scoring record of 141 goals, It's simply that 
Shero has forged the Flyers into the first real 
team, in the precise, functional sense of the 
term, in the history of NHL hockey. He has 
given a wildly undisciplined game curve 
and contour, and he has Created divine order 
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out of hellish chaos. 

Of course, the imposition of order is not 
the general business of fogs, but Shero 
contravenes any number of natural laws. He 
is a slightly mad scientist who believes 
wholeheartedly in faith healing; a slavish 
devotee of the work ethic who has been 
known to stop Flyer practice and stage a 
badminton match on ice; a devout Christian 
whose office wall bears the motto of the 
Hillel Society; a stoic who dispenses in- 
Spirational messages like salt tablets and 
fires his players to empyrean efforts; an 
ascetic who tells his players that they can 
drink, chase girls, whatever, as long as they 
don't screw up on the ice; an avid reader of 
the great Russian and American novels in a 
field of Fonz fanciers; an authentic Dos- 
toevskian divine who functions in the most 
brutish organized sport on earth. 

These are traits that point down a dark, 
narrow tunnel to the radiant megalo- 
maniac—which Shero emphatically is not. 
He is a friendly, open conversationalist 
(though he claims he doesn't have a close 
friend in the world), and a happily married 
father of two teenage boys (yet he insists 
that his “players come first and [his] family 
second” and maintains that he leaves his 
Cherry Hill, N.J., home the minute his wife's 
friends drop in). If some of these contradic- 
tions seem a little too pat, | must also point 
out that Shero has a reputation as a supreme 
put-on artist. “I like to have a different an- 
swer for everyone, he once told a reporter. 

Beyond question, his origins had a pro- 


found effect on his development. His great- 
grandparents were Germans who fled to 
Russia to escape religious persecution at 
the time of Frederick the Great. Orthodox 
Russia proved no religious haven, either; so 
the family again fled, this time to Manitoba. 
In the telling, Shero's face relaxes into one of 
his rare, sly smiles as he muses: “I'm glad 
they took the boat, but why did they have to 
pick Winnipeg? Why the fuck didn't they go 
to Florida? The prejudice in Winnipeg 
against anyone who wasn't English was 
unbearable,” he remembers. “I was afraid of 
everything and anyone. | avoided people like 
the plague. But | had a personality about as 
appealing as the plague" Fair enough. But 
some discrepancies are discernible when 
one examines his comments on his playing 
career, which consisted of a couple of years 
with the N.Y Rangers and twelve years in the 
minors. After the Flyers achieved their final 
game 1-0 victory over the Boston Bruins, for 
which they won their first Stanley Cup in 
1974, Shero told the New York Post's Larry 
Merchant: “Coaching has helped me salve 
my conscience for the way | played. | was 
the kind of player who wouldn't fight unless | 
was attacked. I'm still ashamed of myself for 
failing to help Andy Bathgate one night 
when he was attacked for fighting two guys. 
As a coach, | wouldn't keep myself on as a 
player, even though | played on winners.” 
Two years and a couple of major cham- 
pionships later, Shero now limns a rather 
less glum portrait of his playing career: “I 
was outstanding as a kid; the best hockey 
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players came from Winnipeg then. | made 
first team as a defenseman with the 
Rangers. But | got worse as my back trouble 
got worse.” 

Whatever the truth may be, it is clear that 
Shero, whose teams finished lower than 
third place only once in thirteen years in the 
minors, was a much better coach than 
player. Yet he almost never got a chance at 
the top. He was kept buried in the minors by 
the staid Ranger organization which, in the 
suffocating manner of all New York profes- 
sional teams, abhors the merest hint of 
idiosyncrasy—much less iconoclasm—in 
its coaches. 

But the expansionist Flyers were desper- 
ate: there was deterioration on the ice and 
dissension in the locker room. So when 
General Manager Keith Allen told Board 
Chairman Ed Snider that he wanted to hire 
Shero, Snider's first reaction was, Who the 
hell is Shero? But his second reaction was; 
Sure, anything. 

Shero had been building a reputation for 
himself among knowledgeable hockey men 
for fashioning free-lance, shoot-from-the- 
hip minor-league teams into well-oiled ice 
machines. But he was reluctant to impose 
his system immediately. “When | came to 
Philadelphia,” he says, “| forgot about my 
system because | had too much respect for 
big-league players. After all, | hadn't been in 
the NHL for about twenty years, and even 
then | had played there for less than three 
years.” 

After the Flyers were knocked out of 
Stanley Cup contention on a last-second 
shot in the final game of the 1971-72 
season, Shero began to have second 
thoughts. "At summer camp; he recalls, “I 
simply realized that these were the same 
type of men | had coached in the minors and 
that | should coach them the same way.” 

So Shero started instructing his rough- 
hewn players in the subtle art of European 
“position” hockey while shrewdly goading 
them with such incendiary statements to 
the press as: “Hockey is just a love affair 
when it doesn't have fighting. Fighting and 
talking are part of the game. Show me a 
team you can talk to, and I'll show you a 
team you can beat." He tabbed Dave ("“Ham- 
mer") Schultz, who was since traded, and 
Bob (“Hound”) Kelly as his enforcers, and 
enforce they did. By season's end Schultz 
had spent 259 minutes in the penalty box; 
Kelly, 238; the Flyer team served a record- 
setting total of 1,756—561 minutes worse 
than their nearest rival. 

Philadelphia, which had enjoyed just two 
major champions since 1960 (the NFL 
Eagles in 1960 and the NBA 76ers in 1967), 
sensed a winner in the wings and went 
berserk over the Flyers. The Broad Street 
Spectrum filled to capacity to watch Shero 
outmaneuver rival NHL commanders even 
as his shock troops slammed and speared 
their elite units into walking wounded. 
Bumper stickers predicting that LORD 
STANLEY WILL SOON RESIDE IN PHILA- 
DELPHIA sprouted from the bleak depths of 
South Philly to the burnished heights of Bryn 


Mawr The Philadelphia newspapers, always 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 96 


DO YOU 
GETA 
LITTLE 
BEHIND 
IN YOUR 
READING? 


No wonder! 

Our PENTHOUSE women 
are the most erotically 
appealing in the world. 

So you can be forgiven for 
getting distracted. 

Even though we have a full 
roster of exciting reading... 
ground-breaking articles 
that turn the world of politics 
upside down, captivating 
fiction, and the hippest 
information on the latest 
fashions in dress, drink, 
resorts, books, cars, food 
and whatever else you need 
to keep you on top of your 
scene. 

PENTHOUSE: the magazine 
that gives you the best in 
reading, and the best 
alternative to reading . . . 
issue after pleasure-packed 
issue. Fill out the order form 
and subscribe now. 


Ww 
17) 
a 
oO 
ai 
- 
ae 
uw 
oa 
+ 
~™ 


Department stores and 
big corporations love them, but the 
thousands of untrained, 
bargain-basement cops have become America’s 
newest law-enforcement nightmare. 


TG GUN EO 


“I'm going to shoot you, and I’m not going to miss,’ said 
the three-year-old. 

From his front-porch vantage point, George Barcroft 
glanced at the little boy standing on the lawn. The child 
was pointing a gun at Barcroft's daughter, 

“| thought it was a toy gun," Barcroft later recalled. 

It was not, It was 4.357 magnum Storm-Ruger revolver. 
As the little boy stood holding the two-and-a-half-pound 
weapon, six-year-old Jeffrey Krauch approached. The 
toddler turned, pointed the pistol at Jeffrey, and pulled 
the trigger The quiet of the blue-collar suburb was 
shattered by the report. Jeffrey stood for a moment, 
looking down with astonishment at the gaping wound In 
his chest, and then fell to the ground dead. 

The little boy had taken the loaded weapon from the 
dining-room closet of a nearby home where his mother 
was visiting her boyfriend, a thirty-six-year-old convicted 
felon who worked as a security guard for a private- 
detective agency. The man used the weapon in his work. 
The incident happened in Baltimore in August 1976. 

A recent Rand Corporation study indicates that about 
half of the several hundred thousand private-security 
guards in the United States carry guns, but less than 20 
percent of them ever receive any instruction in how and 
when to use the weapons, or how to keep them out of the 
hands of children. 

At a private lake outside Washington, D.C., a security 
guard shot and killed a child who had ignored the man’s 
command to get out of the water. In Orlando, Fla. a 
private guard shot up an exhibit of life-sized paper dolls 
in a darkened classroom when they failed to obey his 
order to step out of the shadows; the guard believed that 
he was outnumbered ten to one. In Sacramento, Calif. an 
off-duty security guard tried to cure a young woman's 
hiccups by whipping out his pistol and pointing it at her. 
He succeeded; the gun went off and shot her between 
the eyes. 

Untortunately, such incidents are all too common 
among the thousands of untrained and unqualified men 
and women who have been recruited to meet the 
growing demand of business and industry for protection 
that the official, or “sworn;’ police officer doesn't give. 


The private cops’ wages run as low as two dollars per 
hour, sometimes lower, and at such remuneration one 
does not get Wyatt Earp. 

The security guard is the private sector's counterpart 
of the cop on the beat. He is on hand in banks, factories, 
shopping centers, racetracks, and virtually every other 
place where private assets are concentrated. The sworn 
officer will try to catch a thief, but he's too busy doing that 
and other duties simply to stand around and frighten off 
crooks. Private guards are hired for that purpose. but 
often the uniform contains nothing more than a warm 
body. 

No one knows exactly how many private guards there 
are in America, but most estimates range between a 
quarter and a half million. One thing is certain: there are 
as many private cops as there are sworn officers. There 
are 50,000 private guards in California, but only 45,000 
official police officers. New York City has 25,000 officers 
on its police force and between 75,000 and 100,000 
private guards. In New York's financial district, where 
cash, gold, and negotiable paper are concentrated, the 
private quards outnumber the cops by twenty to one. 

Faced with the growth of such crimes as shoplifting, 
employee theft, and vandalism, businessmen have in- 
creasingly turned to contract-guard services and detec- 
tive agencies that deal in “rent-a-cops,’ or they have hired 
their own “in-house” guards, Between 1963 and 1969 
American business doubled the money that it spent on 
rent-a-cops. Pinkerton's, Inc., one of the more reputable 
contract-guard services, increased ils gross receipts 
from $37 million to $193 million between 1965 and 1975. 
Overall, the rent-a-cop business has been steadily grow- 


‘ing at an annual rate of 11 or 12 percent. The International 


Association of Chiefs of Police estimates that by 1990, 
1,431,000 people will be employed in some kind of 
security work in the private sector 

The Washington Post described the typical security 
guard working in the nation's capital as “a transient from 
North Carolina en route to Detroit, who stopped here fora 
few days because he had run out of money” The Rand 
Corporation, which has studied the private guard, de- 
scribes him as "an aging white male, poorly educated, 
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usually untrained, and very poorly paid.... 
He averages between forty and fifty-five 
years of age, has had little education 
beyond the ninth grade, and has had a few 
years of experience in private security” Forty 
percent of the private cops interviewed by 
the Rand researchers said that they were 
unemployed immediately prior to accepting 
their guard jobs. 

The annual turnover rate among contract- 
guard services ranges from 20 to 200 per- 
cenl; so it is not surprising that the rent-a- 
cops’ employers are reluctant to spend 
much time and money training new recruits. 
Of the 275 private guards interviewed by 
the Rand researchers, two-thirds had re- 
ceived no training prior to starting work, and 
less than 7 percent had received more than 
eight hours of training. Almost one in five 
guards was turned loose to perform his 
duties alone the first day on the job. As noted 
before, few of the armed guards had re- 
ceived any training in the care and safe use 
of their weapons, but a guard ignorant of the 
limits of his authority can be a dangerous 
individual even when he is unarmed. 

Most private guards have no more au- 
thority than any other private citizen has to 
arrest, detain, search, or use force on a 
suspect; at least half of the guards inter- 
viewed by Rand did not know this, and 6 
percent of them were firmly convinced that 
they had the same legal powers as a sworn 
police officer has. Larger portions of the 
group were ignorant of such things as the 
circumstances in which a citizen's arrest 
can be made, the difference between a 
felony and a misdemeanor, and the justifica- 
tion for the use of deadly force. Forty-one 
percent thought that drinking on the job is a 
crime if the employer has a rule against it, 
and almost a third believed that calling a 
security guard a pig is a misdemeanor. 
Ignorant of the limits of their authority, the 
rent-a-cops often exceed it, and even those 
who are aware of the bounds of their legal 
power often go beyond it, secure in the 
knowledge that most of the public is unsure 
of how much authority a private guard 
wields. Many people mistakenly assume 
that anyone wearing a police-type uniform 
and badge and carrying a sidearm has all 
the authority of a sworn police officer More 
than 20 percent of the private guards inter- 
viewed by the Rand researchers admitted to 
having witnessed or taken part in incidents 
of false arrest, improper detention, illegal 
searches, excessive force, or impersonation 
of asworn police officer. 

In 1972 members of the security force of a 
New York City department store seized a 
twenty-four-year-old bank teller leaving the 
store. She was accused of shoplifting and 
was taken to the store’s security office, 
where the security guards searched a shop- 
ping bag that she was carrying. They found 
no stolen merchandise in it. The security 
guards contended that the bank teller was 
working with two other women whom they 
had arrested, searched, and found to be 
carrying merchandise from the store; the 
guards claimed that the teller had passed 
the stolen goods to her accomplices. The 
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two women admitted to shoplifting but de- 
nied even knowing the bank teller. They 
repeated their denials to police late, when 
they and the bank teller were taken to the 
local police station. Nevertheless, the store's 
security man pressed charges, and the 
bank-teller was booked, arraigned, and 
brought to trial on shoplifting charges. Not 
only was there the two women’s testimony 
that they were not working with the bank 
teller, but also the defense pointed out that 
the shopping bag the young woman al- 
legedly used to conceal the store's goods 
before passing them on to her accomplices 
happened to be constructed of transparent 
plastic and made an unlikely shoplifting 
tool. After deliberating for ten minutes, the 
jury acquitted the teller, who then slapped 
the department store with a suit for false 
imprisonment, pointing out that her newly 
acquired arrest record prevented her from 
working in banks anymore. The young 
woman was awarded $1.1 million in 
damages. 
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The private cop 
is, literally, 

a hired gun,no matter 
how much he is dignified 
by the 
respectability 
of corporate America. 
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The same store was involved in a worse 
incident in 1976, when a young woman 
refugee from the People’s Republic of China 
was arrested and allegedly assaulted by the 
store's security-guard force. The woman had 
bought a pants suit in another department 
store earlier in her shopping trip, and she 
took it from the bag she was carrying in 
order to compare it with a similar one she 
found on sale. A security guard who was 
watching her believed she was shoplifting, 
grabbed her, and hauled her off to the 
security office. The young Chinese woman 
didn't fully understand what was happening, 
and she struggled with the guards when 
they attempted to search her. At one point, 
she says, her blouse and bra were pulled up 
around her neck, 

Having found no stolen merchandise on 
her person, the security guards tried to 
make the young woman sign a statement 
admitting her quilt and releasing the store 
from any liability in the incident. She re- 
fused, and, she says, the store's twenty- 
three-year-old assistant security director 


‘peat her causing cuts and bruises and 


loosening several teeth. Another shopper 
who was passing the store's security office 
at the time says that he witnessed the 


beating and tried to stop it but was informed 
that the security man was a New York City 
police officer—which apparently was con- 
sidered an adequate explanation. 

The security guards filed shoplifting 
charges against the young woman, who 
was arrested and spent the night in jail. 
However, after the district attorney inves- 
tigated the case, he dropped all charges 
against the woman, arrested three of the 
security men, and charged them with per- 
jury and assault, The assistant security 
director was also charged with criminal 
impersonation of a police officer, The 
woman sued the store for $7 million. 

A few months prior to this incident, a 
security guard tried to arrest an alleged 
shoplifter in the Queens branch of another 
New York department store. The suspect, a 
seventeen-year-old boy, resisted and was 
beaten by the guard. He died of a fractured 
skull, contusions and lacerations of the 
brain, and cerebral edema. No criminal 
charges were placed against the guard, but 
the parents of the dead boy are suing the 
store for $10 million. 

Also in 1976, a young man was shot and 
killed by a private guard in the backseat of a 
car in a Bronx, N.Y, housing project. The 
victim had been arrested by the guard for 
assault and disorderly conduct after a shov- 
ing incident. The guard's gun accidentally 
discharged, killing the handcuffed prisoner 
while he was being driven to the police 
Station. Tne guard was charged with sec- 
ond-degree manslaughter. Three other se- 
curity guards present in the car at the time of 
the shooting were charged with obstruction 
of justice for lying to the police about the 
details of the incident. 

All private citizens, including private-se- 
curity guards, have some legal powers to 
arrest, detain, interrogate, or search others. 
However, whoever chooses to exercise 
those powers should thoroughly understand 
the legal intricacies limiting them if ne 
doesn't want to end up in a much worse 
predicament than the object of his civil zeal. 
The private citizen who attempts to exercise 
police power is skating on some very thin 
legal ice, often unsupported by much in the 
way of precedent. Indeed, he may find his 
name immortalized in the lawbooks as part 
of a landmark civil or criminal case that 
better defines this legal terra incognita. 

The right to make a citizen's arrest varies 
from state to state, but generally a citizen 
has the power to arrest a person who is 
committing or has committed a crime and 
to turn that person over to the proper au- 
thorities, if the crime was committed in his 
presence. In some states a breach of the 
peace must be involved if the crime is a 
misdemeanor rather than a felony. A sworn 
police officer can arrest someone on the 
strength of reasonable grounds for believing 
he has committed a crime; a private citizen 
must catch his man in the act and be able to 
prove it. Otherwise, it's false arrest, and the 
arresting citizen can be prosecuted and 
sued. 

Most states recognize the shopkeepers 
fight to detain suspected shoplifters. Deten- 
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ple" They believe the progenitors of “the 
British race" are two of the lost tribes of 
Israel, those of Manasseh and Ephraim, 
which were descended from Joseph and 
carry the "Birthright of Abraham." Thus the 
Americans (only of British ancestry?), in 
addition to the Jews, are the true Israelites, 
the chosen of God. Confused? Well, there's 
the free booklet The United States and 
British Commonwealth in Prophecy. 

The free booklets and most of the more 
than 2 million monthly copies of The Plain 
Truth are sent out of an elaborate mail- 
processing center, which last year mailed 
60 million pieces of literature, (The rest of 
The Plain Truth magazine, published in four 
languages, is printed and mailed from 
plants in England and Australia.) At the 
center a battery of WATS telephone opera- 
tors receive 40,000 calls a month—average 
caller's age, thirty-five—and forty-five full- 
time computer terminal keyboard operators 
process requests for material and Plain 
Truth subscriptions through the WWCG's 
IBM 370 computer, which takes up a whole 
building and has 2 million names on file. The 
ultramodern center, which employs 150 
people, receives 45,000 inquiries a week 
and answers them all. Since thousands of 
the letters contain cash and check dona- 
tions, admission to the mail-receiving area 
is only by punching the combination in a 
solid-state lock. “This is the backup for Ted 
Armstrong,” says center director Richard 
Rice, rising from his Danish-leather swivel 


chair. “If GTA can't reach people personally, 
he'll lose credibility." And if the people can't 
reach GTA, they can't send dollars. 

The Plain Truth: A Magazine of Under- 
standing is for millions of Americans their 
only news magazine. High-school students 
in working-class districts from Montreal to 
Portland receive The Plain Truth tree of 
charge and rely on jt for information about 
current events. Its theological message is 
veiled by news reports and slick cover sto- 
nes, such as “Sadat Jolts the Kremlin" and 
“The Passing of Europe's Old Guard” and 
“Angola Falls to Reds—What It Means for 
the West.” One series profiled the Soviet- 
bloc countries, and the reporting was as 
objective and informative as that in Time 
magazine, which The Plain Truth with its 


colored border resembles. “The Plain Truth,” 


says Garner Ted, “analyzes world news and 
human experience in light of Bible under- 
standing—something no other magazine 
does.” 

But aside from its news reports, The Plain 
Truth is largely a right-wing propaganda 
outlet. Articles rail against “the twisted ide- 
ology” of the women's movement, stating 
that the letters Ms. should stand for "Marxist 
sisters.” It denounces pornography as “an 
ideal weapon employed by our enemies to 
weaker Western civilization.” Garner Ted 
has looked like a liberal when he's taken 
Stands against “the death of the oceans” or 
“aerosol armageddon” or the American SST. 
But in his column and occasional articles 
that appear in each issue, he is happier 
Campaigning against European unity, which 
he believes threatens United States inter- 
ests and is the fulfillment of the prophesied 
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resurrection of the Holy Roman Empire. He 
bewails America's "isolationist attitudes" 
and fears that the CIA exposés will weaken 
Our country and the CIA. He vehemently and 
consistently supported the Vietnam War, 
right up to the fall of Saigon, fearing at the 
end that his big "World Tomorrow Cam- 
paign” planned for Bangkok would be 
eclipsed by invading North Vietnamese 
troops. And despite his strong, if abstract, 
denunciations of world militarism, he whole- 
heartedly supports a strong American mili- 
tary machine: “What doesn’t make sense to 
me, aS a minister, an evangelist, a news 
commentator, and an observer is this: 
Knowing we won't trust God, | can't under- 
stand why we want to tear down our military” 

Ironically, Garner Ted Armstrong's forty- 
eight-page monthly was among the first 
mass publications in this country to deal 
with the question of pollution. The issue of 
man’s desecration of his environment was 
raised in eloquent and gripping terms as 
early as 1966 but was presented not to urge 
that man do something about it, but only to 
show that until Jesus gets here, we're going 
to continue to make a mess out of things. 
The Plain Truth, especially in its mindless 
inconsistency, offers little hope, but neither 
does the rest of the news media with its 
heavy load of bad news. The Garner Ted 
Armstrong folks have the answer to that: a 
second magazine called GN: The Good 
News, a strictly religious monthly magazine 
with 400,000 subscribers. (The two maga- 
zines are Currently merging into one called 
Plain Truth.) 

The least religious, most secular, part of 
the Armstrong empire is GTA-TV, a weekly 
half-hour series of expertly produced coler 
programs dealing with everything from Yasir 
Arafat (“Portrait of a Hero") to the American 
Farmer (“Caught in the Middle") to juvenile 
crime (“Can We Prevent it?"). The U.S. 
Senate Committee on Government Opera- 
tions recently requested the transcript, for 
use in its hearings, of Garner Ted's docu- 
mentary “Nuclear Power: Risk or Remedy?” 
The program takes no sides on nuclear 
energy but concisely examines the com- 
plex arguments for and against. GTA-TV 
technicians last year built a $300,000 
“video pod." a self-contained mobile televi- 
sion studio that fits into the luggage com- 
partment of commercial jets. The only one 
of its kind, it was shipped to Egypt to be 
used for televising an interview by Garner 
Ted with Anwar Sadat, and then to Brussels, 
where he interviewed the Belgian prime 
minister and NATO Secretary General 
Joseph Luns, for a program entitled “NATO: 
Who Needs It?" The video pod is also used 
for televising Garner Ted Armstrong's re- 
ligious “campaigns” around the country. 
These, in addition to the documentaries, are 
shown every week on ninety-seven Amer- 
ican television stations. 

But it is “The World Tomorrow" that 
reaches the largest number of people—no 
less than 50 million a week—and produces 
among its listeners a reaction the New York 
Times has called “a combination of fascina- 
tion and puzzlement:’ The Times quoted 
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one Pasadena resident: "He makes so much 
sense when he’s talking, bul afterward it's 
nard to remember exactly what he said.” In 
one recent program Garner Ted touched in 
hts rambling, repetitious, adjective-laced 
fashion on the Jewish Holocaust, Eric Von 
Daniken, the pollution of Los Angeles, Zero 
Population Growth, and the beauty of but- 
terflies, and, after twenty-five minutes of 
nearly incoherent syntax, ended with the 
question “Are we living ina biblically praph- 
esied age?” He then intoned in his John 
Cameron Swazy voice, "Write for the free 
booklet, ls This The END TIME?" 

The man who wrote this well-researched, 
fearful little publication based on the Bible's 
prediction of “the time of the end.” when “the 
lord shall lay waste the earth and make it 
desolate” is Robert Kuhn, GTA’s Jewish 
vice-presidentin charge of just about every- 
thing. Kuhn, thirty-two, has a Ph.D. in neu- 
raphysiology and other degrees fram 
UC.LA. and Johns Hopkins. Hardly your 
run-of-the-mill Jesus freak, 

“The Bible is a record of God's word, not a 
dogmatic list of orders and demands’ says 
Kuhn in his executive office full of original 
surrealist paintings. Declaiming in the tones 
of a New York intellectual, Kuhn explains 
that the Worldwide Church of God does not 
believe in life after death (“when you're 
dead, you're dead"), does not believe in 
evolution (neither do 45 million other Amer- 
ican evangelicals), and does not believe in 
the Trinity Nor do the 100,000 members of 
the WWCG, who attend church on Saturday, 
celebrale Easter or Christmas. Extra- and 
premarital sex 1s proscribed but not alcohol 
“Make no mistake about it’ says Kuhn "This 
1S the End Time. It is the most cataclysmic 
time in human history, and man's 6,000-year 
age will soon come to a tumultuous climax. 
But Christ's return at the last possible mo- 
ment will prevent global catastrophe” Kuhn, 
dedicated to “preparing the way for His 
second arrival, says, “This is not just the 
ranting of another wild-eyed sect. He in- 
sists Christ will come during the lifetime of 
this generation and expects to see the 
whole show himself. Perhaps GTA-TV will 
secure exclusive worldwide rights to broad- 
castthe Return live. 

“The Worldwide Church of God is not 
even in the same camp as Christianity,” says 
the Reverend Larry Falk, one of the estab- 
lished church's many critics who regard 
Garner Ted as an egomaniacal charlatan. 
Presbyterian minister Tom Green in Chagrin 
Falls, Ohio, says of the Armstrongs: “It was 
all | could do to keep from puking after one 
of my parishioners bent my ear for an hour 
on the virtues of Garner Ted. | tried to 
diagram one of his scriptural addresses 
once and ended up with my left thumb in my 
anal Cavity and a pencil stuck in my ear He 
makes no sense. He takes biblical pas- 
sages and changes words to make the 
scripture say what he wants. Figuring out 
what he's saying on ‘The World Tomorrow’ is 
like trying to catch a greased pig when 
you're bow-legged”" 

Green says that “Garner Ted is certainly 
meeting a need. But is it a sick need or a 
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healthy need? Does he enable people to 
function in a way that celebrates who they 
are as human beings? Certainly not. He 
keeps people at their physical level of de- 
pendence, like a bunch of pithed frogs.” 
Green believes that the “God is Dead" peri- 
od of the sixties is now being replaced by 
fundamentalist sects representing the be- 
fuddied masses who never caught up with 
modern theology. "Organized religion has 
failed the masses,” says Green. “The estab- 
lished church keeps calling the American 
people to account in the now, but the people 
say, ‘This life is so crummy, the next one has 
to be better; so let’s concentrate on what's 
coming. “ Here lies Garner Ted Armstrong's 
strength, notto mention Jimmy Carter's. 

It's not been entirely smooth sailing for the 
Armstrong operation. In 1972 Garner Ted 
was ousted from the church, the college, 
and the radio broadcasts for several months 
by his father for “personal and emational 
problems” Herbert Armstrong told the con- 
gregations of the WWCG that his son was 
“in the bonds of Satan.” The New York Times 
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reported at the time that a source said 
Garner Ted had written his father, confessing 
“| have sinned against my wife, the children, 
and the church” He was eventually rein- 
stated to his positions of responsibility and 
leadership after “the process of repentance 
was complete,’ in the words of his father Two 
years later, thirty-five ministers broke away 
from the WWCG and formed a splinter 
group, citing the Armstrongs’ domination of 
the church. Said Walter Sharp of Texas, 
“What the split actually boiled down to1s the 
realization by many of us thal the World 
Wide Church has a totalitarian system of 
government.’ Several thousand dissidents 
left the church and went over to the new 
group. But despite the setbacks, which the 
Armstrongs refuse to acknowledge, mem- 
bership in the WWCG ts growing at the rate 
of 10,000 a year. 

Martin E. Marty, professor of the history of 
modern Christianity at the University of 
Chicago, says of the Armstrong phe- 
nomenon: “Like the Seventh Day Adventists 
and Moody Bible people who also preach 
Pre-Millennialism, the Armstrongs believe 
things have got to get worse before they get 
better Their message does what religions 


always do: give meaning to life and a sense 
of belonging” Apocalyptic sects like this 
tend to appear at moments in history when 
other explanations give out, at moments 
when things aren't right. Sects like 
Armstrong's probably drain off discontent 
into harmless channels among people who 
might be more dangerous without 
Armstrong's alternative view of history to 
grasp onto. This kind of religion makes elites 
out of the ignorant and the poor” 

Mainly, this kind of religion 1s making 
elites out of the Armstrongs and the execu- 
tive strata of the WWCG, Ambassador Cal- 
lege, and the AICF The Armstrong folks are 
undaunted by their detractors and are 
charging tull-scale into the future, the com- 
ing chaos notwithstanding. Last May, in 
Chicago, Garner Ted Armstrong, the most 
prolific broadcaster of our time, offered the 
invocation at a luncheon of the National 
Association of Broadcasters and tald 2,500 
media executives: “We plan ta make ‘The 
World Tomorrow’ the number-one religious 
broadcast in the nation. We plan to have the 
program on 2,000 stations by 1980." 
Armstrong Is also aiming at a circulation for 
The Plain Truthot 10 million. 

Herbert Armstrong is continuing to ex- 
pand the Cultural Foundation's non- 
denominational activities. In order that the 
wealthy WWCG may become a patron of 
the literary arts, the foundation is starting a 
new, commercial monthly, Quest/77, which 
they call "The Magazine of Human Poten- 
tial” “We think good writers should have a 
place to appear besides Playboy and Pent- 
house’ says Kuhn. To edit the magazine, 
Kuhn hired Robert Shnayerson, former edi- 
tor in chief of Harper's magazine. The Am- 
bassador Auditorium's concert season and 
the new magazine are both hugely am- 
bitlous undertakings. Together they lend 
prestige and mainstream respectability to 
the Armstrong Cause. 

Religious quacks or sincere believers? 
It's not easy to say, but sincerity seems to be 
the signal trait of the clean-cut, all-Amer- 
Ican innocents one sees on the Ambassador 
College campus. And sincerity is certainly 
to be read on the faces of the two 
Armstrongs and the staff of their $50 mil- 
hon-a-year organization. 

Keith Thomas, one of the WWCG's 1,000 
ordained ministers, looks out over Manhat- 
tan from his office on the twenty-eighth floor 
of One Penn Plaza and speaks of the 
Armstrongs reaching 100 million people a 
week through all its media—radio, televi- 
sion, and its myriad publications. Says 
Thomas, gazing at the twin monoliths of the 
World Trade Center in lower New York, “We 
are living in the last days. Things are focused 
on a collision course. Either God intervenes, 
or the world ts going to be a cinder Our 
commission ts to take this message to the 
world.” PR man Tom Hall says it once more: 
“This generation will see the return of Jesus 
Christ. The drama being worked out here 
below is such that when He returns, no one 
will question why He came:" 

Any questions? Write for the free 
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


When publisher Bob Guccione announced Penthouse's 
commitment to meeting the needs of Vietnam veterans, he 
said, “We'll be keeping a close, suspicious eye on Congress 
and the White House, on the veterans organizations, and on 
all the government agencies—tederal, state, and local— 
charged with assisting veterans in such vital areas as 
employment, education, rehabilitation, and pensions. What 
they're doing—or failing to do—will be reported here.... 
That's why the series will be open-ended. It will run. as long as 
it takes to get positive results on a broad front. A year. Two 
years. Whatever time and circumstances require ... we're 
determined to follow through with the hard part: getting 
something done” 

Since that announcement, which marked the beginning of 
our Vietnam-veteran series three years ago this month, 
Penthouse has kept a close and suspicious eye on the whole 
range of veteran and veteran- 
related problems. 

We have looked at how the 
Pentagon, the Congress, and 
the Veterans Administration 
were handling the drug addic- 
tion problems of veterans; we 
have looked at veterans’ self- 
help organizations set up to aid 
the veteran in prison; we have 
looked at the Nixon administra- 
lion's record, including the 
President's Veteran Program 
(PVP), its “paper” attack on vet- 
erans unemployment: we have 
looked at the GI Bill; we have 
looked at the Disabled Amer- 
ican Veterans organization's 
efforts in helping veterans deal 
with medical problems; we have looked at the Ford admin- 
istration’s record; we have looked into the Defense Depart- 
ment's Separation Program Numbers (SPNs); and we have 
looked at the Discharge Review Board and at the Board for 
Corrections of Military Records 

In these and other areas, Penthouse has noted some 
progress on actions we have recommended. Nonetheless, the 
overall results are less than satisfactory. 

Much remains to be done. What's more, many of these 
necessary actions need not be postponed until the Carter 
administration establishes—which we earnestly hope it 
does—a new and coherent policy to deal effectively with the 
problems of a/! veterans. 

One such action that could be taken immediately, without 
any extensive legislation or bureaucratic red tape, would be 
the elimination of the inequities in the rules and procedures 
used by the Veterans Administration to determine the VA- 
benefits eligibility of veterans with Less Than Honorable dis- 
charges. 

Presently, a veteran discharged under Less Than Honor- 
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able conditions is required to request his benefits from the 
VA because such a discharge, although not an automatic bar 
lo receipt of such benefits, requires a VA administrative 
decision with regard to its circumstances or conditions. For 
veterans who have discharges under honorable conditions, 
no similar procedure applies, since there are automatic 
specifications that bind the VA. 

On the surface these actions appear fair. In actual practice, 
however, the individual veteran discharged under Less Than 
Honorable conditions—that is, with a “bad paper" dis- 
charge—is more often than not discriminated against be- 
cause of this type of discharge and is as a result unable to do 
much to win his claim for VA benefits. 

The problem stems initially from the wording of the regula- 
tion that the VA has attempted to implement. It states—in the 
Code of Federal Regulations, Title 38, Section 3.12(d)—that 
"a discharge or release be- 
cause of one of the offenses 
specified in this paragraph is 
considered to have been is- 


e sued under dishonorable con- 


The Defense Department 
itself has indicated that as many 
as 400,000 Vietnam 
veterans are not receiving 
the benefits to 
which they are entitled. 

e conduct. This includes a dis- 


ditions: 

(1) Acceptance of an Undesir- 
able Discharge to escape trial 
by general court-martial. 

(2) Mutiny or spying 

(3) An offense involving moral 
turpitude. This includes, gener- 
ally, conviction of a felony. 

(4) Willful and persistent mis- 


charge under Other Than 
Honorable Conditions if it is 
determined that it was issued 
because of willful and persis- 
tent misconduct. A discharge because of a minor offense will 
not, however, be considered willful or persistent misconduct if 
service was otherwise honest, faithful, and meritorious. 

(5) Generally, homosexual acts.” 

We cite this section in its entirety because its authority has 
been used by the VA to deny entitlement to VA benefits in the 
case of 90 percent of the claims by veterans with Less Than 
Honorable-conditions discharges. 

So stated, the regulation is regrettably flawed in many 
respects. To wit: not only does “Acceptance of an Undesirable 
Discharge to escape trial by general court-martial” fail to take 
account of mitigating circumstances in such cases; but also, 
In applying tt, the VA frequently assumes that a court-martial 
had been considered, if not ordered, by military authorities. 
Certainly, the mere possibility that a general court-martial 
might have been ordered is insufficient basis for concluding 
that the veteran in question took a Less Than Honorable 
discharge actually to “escape” such a court-martial. Like- 
wise, the mere fact that a potentially dropped offense could 
have been the basis for a general Court-martial is insufficient 
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as sober and rational as their readers, threw 
raw meat to performer and fan alike with 
such juicy reports as the following recap in 
the Bulletin: “Dave Schultz took over with a 
series of jolting right jabs that ripped solidly 
into Bouchard’s bloody face. The big 
Frenchman ducked his head trying to wres- 
tle inside, but Schultz went underneath and 
began scoring with uppercuts.” From his 
corner Schultz crowed, "| hit him about eight 
times right in the yap, He was bleeding like a 
pig” 

And on that incandescent spring night in 
1974, when the Flyers defeated the Boston 
Bruins 1-0 to become the first expansion 
team to win the Stanley Cup, Philadelphia 
was transformed with the kiss of a stick from 
a traditional basketball-baseball town to a 
major hockey capital. Caravans and conga 
lines were formed, and buses and cabs were 
upended; fireworks exploded, and drunks 
were jailed. The next day the victory parade 
more closely resembled a religious holiday 
in Calcutta than a celebration in the sedate 
Cradle of Liberty. Two million people—more 
than the entire population of the city of 
Philadelphia proper—thronged the streets, 
forcing the Flyers, for the first time in their 
young history, to abandon their convertibles 
and run for their lives, 

Fred Shero's reaction to this hysteria? “I 
may quit coaching and go to law school" he 
said. "If the law is exercised properly, it'll 
Save the world,” 

He didn't save the world, but that scarcely 
diminished his burgeoning reputation as a 
major-league character. He really did once 
throw a handful of change onto the ice, thus 
stopping a game cold. As he later explained 
to an astonished reporter, “What the hell? 
The refs knew where it came from, and we 
needed the rest” He said things like, “Some- 
times you lose by winning,” and scratched 
messages on the locker-room blackboard 
that could be obvious (“only a mediocre 
person is always at his best") or obscure 
(“an oak tree is just a nut that held its 
ground”), 

Once he found a quote from his beloved 
Dostoevksi that he felt applied to his frus- 
trated, foundering team. He wrote on the 
blackboard, “Pride grows in the human heart 
like lard on a pig.” Says Shero: “I left it there 
for three weeks until one of the players 
finally came to me and said, 'Coach, we 
don't know what the fuck that means: | told 
him, ‘It means that just because we're the 
best we've become so proud that we get 
incensed when someone beats us or does 
something to us that we don't like. We're so 
swollen with pride that we have to retaliate 
immediately, and we're getting too many 
stupid penalties! | told them, ‘These other 
people are good players, too, and they're 
going to beat you once in a while; so settle 
down and play hockey.’ " 

Another time Shero had his players skate 
around on one leg for about forty-five min- 
utes, until Clarke finally had enough and 
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confronted his coach. “Fred, this is 
ridiculous," the captain said plainly. “Why 
are we doing it?" Shero considered his star 
for a moment and then replied, “Why, no 
reason at all, Bobby, I've just been waiting for 
someone to come up and tell me it's 
ridiculous,” 

Some of his eccentricities have backfired 
on him. Indeed, one evening before a game 
he found himself standing in a parking Jot 
with the door to the dressing rooms locked 
behind him. He had a problem to work out, 
you see, and had taken a short walk. But it 
was one of his notorious postgame per- 
egrinations that got him into real trouble in 
Atlanta during the 1974 playoffs, Shero 
awoke in the morning with a broken thumb, a 
gash in his arm, and a torso full of bruises. 
He now dismisses the incident but once 
admitted, “| don't know if | had a fight in a 
bar; but if | did, it wouldn't be the first time. | 
remember the word anima! upset me” 

For all of his peculiarities, however, 
Shero's salient characteristic is his apos- 
tolic dedication to hockey excellence and 
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Shero tells his 
players that they can 
drink, chase girls, 
whatever, as long as 
they don't 
screw up on the ice. 


eee 
his paternalistic devotion to his players. 
Self-contained and unemotional he may 
appear, but Shero is fiercely proud of his 
Flyers, and he probably means it when he 
says, "I'd do things for them that | wouldn't 
do for my own brother or even my son." Says 
Mark Brown, twenty-nine, editor and pub- 
lisher of a thriving young monthly called 
Philadelphia Hockey: “Shera has accom- 
plished what he has through sheer hard 
work and the dedication of his players. With 
Shero directing and Clarke leading on the 
ice, the Flyers have become the workaholics 
of the NHL." 

Clarke, a diabetic and a seventeenth- 
round draft choice in 1969, indeed leads by 
dervishlike example. Just as Shero's assis- 
tant coaches, Mike Nykoluk and Barry 
Ashbee, have more responsibilities than do 
any other assistants in the league, so Clarke 
has more Say in strategy and administration 
than any other captain in hockey has, Clarke 
once chewed out board chairman Ed Snider 
for contributing to a drunken party on the 
night before a playoff game that the Flyers 
lost. Elsewhere players have been farmed 
out to Guam for less; Clarke received an 
apology from Snider. 


Even more remarkable was the situation 
that arose late in the 1974-75 season, 
when the Flyers were a full nine points 
behind the Buffalo Sabres in league stand- 
ings. Since the Flyers were assured of a 
playoff berth regardless, Shero decided that 
it would be a good jdea to bench his 
regulars and give his reserves some valua- 
ble playing time. “Screw that," Clarke told 
him."We want to finish first!” 

“| don't think it’s possible; Shero said. 

“Give us a chance; Clarke said. 

Later Shero told Ray Kennedy of Sports 
/Hustrated, “He really gave me hell; so | 
played the best, and they made it. | counted 
us out until Clarke gave me the courage to 
do what | wanted to do." 

What kind of coach talks like that? 

Now we come to the last practice before 
the season's opener in the Broad Street 
Spectrum —against the New York Islanders. 
Fred Shero watches from behind his tinted 
glasses: The Man With No Eyes. He seems 
almost not to be paying attention as the 
players hand-wrestle (to strengthen their 
wrists) and dissolve into laughter Finally, he 
gives his whistle a desultory tweet (he once 
suggested that he might get a duck horn to 
arrest attention more readily) and orders a 
quick, no-hit scrimmage, orange against ~ 
black. Later, the players line up to fire pucks 
at the goalie (they must shoot with the 
wrong hand, while the goalie must drop his 
stick and block with body and glove). Shero 
slips quietly onto the ice and skates up and 
down, slowly, slowly, with a stick cradled 
under his arm. 

After the closing sprints the players troop 
into the locker room and peel off their bulky 
armor, The most burning question of the 
afternoon seems to be, Is the Fonz on 
tonight? Street teeth are inserted as they 
prepare to leave. Reqgie Leach's briefs draw 
raucous attention. “Tarzan shorts! Tarzan 
shorts!" someone cries. Leach, on cue, 
leaps onto the trainer's table, pounds his 
breast fiercely, and emits jungle whoops 
that are, as he intended, horrible. 

On a blackboard in Shero's office is writ- 
ten: "If lam not for myself, who will be? But if 
lam only for myself, what am |? And if not 
now, when?" It is the cryptic Hillel creed. 
which Shero put Up in sympathy last year 
when Jewish activists were forced to take 
down their banners before the televised 
Soviet game. 

Shero banters briefly with his reserve 
goalie, Gary Innes, who took a shot in the 
groin during practice. “What are you griping 
about, Gary?” he asks. “Guys are paying 
good money for that operation now” 

Then Shero begins to retreat to his office 
to prepare for his opening game. But he 
stops fora moment al the door and reflects: 
"| believe hockey, and all pro sports, for that 
matter are children's games. To be a good 
pro, you've got to play it with a child's 
emotions or spirit. If you don't, there's not 
enough money to compensate you, and 
you'll go through hell. That's why | try to 
make practice fun, Because, you see, if you 
take this game as a business, you may be 
successful, but you won't be happy; O+—q 
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remember the way Kate sounded on the telephone, her 
voice crooning and soft. "Come for the weekend, Erica,” she 
had said. “We can take walks together in the sunset.” | 
heard myself saying yes before | had time to think re | 
had time to be afraid. |! saw her at the train station before 


saw me, her face rosy and expectant, her shiny chestnut hair 
artlessly tied into a ponytail. Her body looked youthful and 
lithe, and | could see her sweetly uplifted breasts through the 
thin fabric of her blouse. My heart contracted as she waved 
exuberantly. | remember our embrace so well, the way our lips 
tentatively brushed together. But | suppose it was that sunset 
walk along the beach —that's when | knew. 


an ever count all the 


ure wrenching and de¢ 


n their intensity Others are g 


eamiike. That weekend 
all the myriad vari 

was petrified, my body 

O spring But vel 


ne alor 


wa 


os 


o~ 


Ww 
w 
*» 
2 
Pro 
= 
Pa 
a 


102 


We made love again and again. Kate's tongue seemed ta 
have a life of its own—tirst running along my neck, then 
thrusting deep inside my mouth, then gently teasing my 
nipples, and finally lapping furiously between my legs. It was 
exquisite, Then | turned Kate over; and as she writhed with 
pleasure, | ran my tongue between the cheeks of her ass, 
poking it inside one hole, then another We laughed when we 
saw a neighbor peering at us, his eyes glazed with desire for 
our naked bodies, Maybe some other time, we said. But this 
time was our time, a time to love and a time to sigh. O+—5 
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grounds for concluding that the court-mar- 
tial was considered in some kind of un- 
disclosed “plea bargaining.” 

Similarly, “willful and persistent miscon- 
duct” is so vague as to border on being 
unconstitutional. Penthouse believes, as a 
matter of simple justice, that if the “willful 
and persistent misconduct" criterion is al- 
lowed to stand, it should be clarified by a 
complete definition, with explanations of 
“willful and persistent” carefully and com- 
pletely spelled out; and that the individual 
veteran should be given at least the military 
equivalent of “reasonable doubt" protection 
implicit in all civilian criminal proceedings. 

Finally, “Generally, homosexual acts” is, if 
anything, a catchall absurdity. It could easily 
be construed—and is—to include anything 
from hand-holding to masturbation to wear- 
ing silk undies to anal intercourse. 

It isn't simply that 90 percent of our 
Vietnam veterans with “bad papers" have 
been denied their VA benefits under the 
present provisions of Section 3.12(d), as if 
this weren't bad enough. There is also the 
fact that as many as 400,000 bad-paper 
discharges have been improperly awarded 
(on grounds excluded by the 1971 Depart- 
ment of Defense guidelines). Hence the 
application of Section 3.12(d) has produced 
an intolerable situation, whereby the indi- 
vidual Vietnam veteran is trapped in a 
seemingly endless cycle that prevents him 
from reentering American society. 

The cycle works this way: First, the indi- 
vidual veteran is discharged on specious 
grounds (that is, outside the Department of 
Defense guidelines). Second—as the un- 
employment statistics for Vietnam veterans 
so grimly show—he is consequently unable 
to get a job. And, third, if he wants to get 
some training under the GI Bill as a means 
to getting a job, he is denied his benefits. 
The end result, from these circumstances, is 
that the veteran so treated has quite literally 
become unemployable. And the number of 
veterans caught up in this cruel cycle has 
been growing since the end of the Vietnam 
War at the rate of approximately 100,000 
per year. 

Therefore, Penthouse strongly urges that 
President Carter address “the veteran issue” 
by asking the Congress to change the law. In 
addition, we recommend that he order his 
secretary of defense to automatically up- 
grade the Less Than Honorable-condition 
discharges that were handed down 
throughout the Vietnam War period (outside 
the 1971 guidelines). We also urge that he 
require the administrator of the Veterans 
Administration to re-review each and every 
denial of VA benefits that was determined 
under the provisions of Section 3.12(d). 

To do any less is to make further mockery 
of service in the Vietnam War It is also, one 
might say, tantamount to accepting the cyni- 
cal and dubious view that nothing can be 
done about the unemployment situation of 
our Vietnam veterans. O+—3 
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a ee ee ee 
tion differs from arrest in that’ the latter 
includes turning the suspect over to the 
police; detention means keeping the sus- 
pect on the premises for a reasonable peri- 
od of time when there is probable cause to 
believe he has stolen something. One may 
use reasonable force to detain the suspect 
while attempting to discover whether he is a 
shoplifter. But the law contains no precise 
definitions of the terms “reasonable period 
of time” or “reasonable force.” and the se- 
curity guard may find that his definition of 
“probable cause” differs from that of a judge 
if the detention results in a charge of wrong- 
ful imprisonment. 

The power of a private citizen to search 
another is the worst defined of all such 
citizen's police powers. Generally speaking, 
a security guard is safe in searching the 
person or the belongings of a suspected 
shoplifter only if he has obtained the per- 
son's consent. A guard who searches a 
customer against his or her will may be 
starting a sequence of events that will make 
legal history and, at his employer's expense, 
enrich the suspect beyond any foreseeable, 
future need to engage in petit larceny. 

Interrogation of a suspect is just about the 
only area in which the private cop's powers 
are, in one sense, greater than his sworn 
counterpart's. He is free to question a sus- 
pected thief as much as he wishes, and he 
isn’t required first to advise him of his right to 
an attorney or to keep silent, as an official 
police officer would be. Of course, the sus- 
pect is equally free to refuse to answer. And 
if the private-security guard asks such 
questions as “What did you do with the 
merchandise?” or “Did you take that 
dress?" within earshot of other customers or 
Store clerks, his employer may have to pay 
the customer damages for slander, as did 
one department store in a case having those 
circumstances. 

A Harvard law degree would be a very 
helpful asset to anyone contemplating con- 
ducting a citizen's arrest, and few two- 
dollars-per-hour rent-a-cops can be ex- 
pected to tiptoe through the legal minefield 
of private police action without opening 
themselves and their employers to serious 
litigation. Nevertheless, retail merchants are 
increasing their use of private guards and 
ordering them to take aggressive action 
against shoplifters. The United States De- 
partment of Commerce estimates that for 
every shoplifter caught, thirty-four others get 
away, and that between 4.6 and 6.9 billion 
dollars’ worth of goods are stolen annually. 
Industry estimates put the individual store 
loss at about 2 or 3 percent of total sales on 
the average and much higher in ghetto 
neighborhoods, So, despite the awarding of 
considerable damages in a few cases of 
private-police abuses, the economic equa- 
tion still favors the aggressive and wide- 
spread use of rent-a-cops. Soon, however, 
the increase in the number of such suits, as 
wronged customers become aware of their 
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rights, will force the employers of private 
guards to take some steps to limit their legal 
liability. 

One such step is deputization, a process 
by which some private citizens can be 
invested with full or partial police powers, 
The law in many states permits the depu- 
tization of private guards and other security 
personnel as “special officers” or “special 
deputies.” Such officers can be the employ- 
ees of private companies but have the same 
arrest powers that a sworn policeman has. 
Armed with these broader police powers, 
the guard who is also a special officer can 
arrest, search, or detain someone in circum- 
stances that would constitute false arrest or 
Some other offense if involving a regular 
private guard, 

The New York City Police Department has 
deputized some of the security staffs work- 
ing in the nineteen largest department 
Stores in the city as special patrolmen. 
Security guards in Las Vegas casinos are 
sometimes commissioned as “Special Dep- 
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Forty percent of the 
private cops 
interviewed for a survey 
said that they were 
unemployed immediately 
prior to accepting 
their guard jobs. 
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uty Sheriffs.” In Maryland the governor can 
appoint “special policemen” to work for 
private businesses; their police powers are 
limited to their employers’ premises. North 
Carolina has the same arrangement. In 
Oregon the company policemen can work 
only in the railroad and steamboat indus- 
tries. The District of Columbia has about 
3,000 “special officers” who are commis- 
sioned by the mayor. 

But the most elite corps of deputized 
private police is the Texas Special Rangers. 
Not to be confused with the Texas Rangers, 
the near-legendary force of. official law- 
enforcement officers, the Special Rangers 
were instituted in the 1930s as a means of 
deputizing private policemen in Texas. The 
Texas Public Safety Commission, which es- 
tablishes policy for the state police, is autho- 
rized to commission Special Rangers, who 
have the full arrest and firearms powers of an 
official policeman and are empowered to 
enforce all laws protecting life or property, 
except highway traffic laws. The Special 
Rangers work for private employers, al- 
though, in theory, they can be called to 
special duty by the governor. 

The Special Rangers are not private 
guards or rent-a-cops; they are often the 


managers and directors of the security 
forces of some of the largest industries 
holding assets in Texas, including Gulf Oil, 
Continental Oil, Exxon, Texaco, Hughes Too! 
Company, the King Ranch, Braniff Airways, 
Dow Chemical, S.S. Kresge, Southwestern 
Bell Telephone Company, and several rail- 
roads, They are not uniformed and are iden- 
tified only by a small badge or tie tack. By 
law, the size of the Special Ranger force 
cannot exceed 300. 

There were 225 Special Rangers in 1974, 
when liberal elements in the Texas state 
legislature tried to pass a law abolishing the 
force, The move was unsuccessful, but it 
nevertheless resulted in the reduction of the 
number of Special Rangers to thirty, all of 
whom worked for the Texas and South- 
western Cattle Raisers Association. 
However, the Public Safety Commission re- 
mained free to deputize additional Special 
Rangers at any time and did so after the 
political pressure ceased. Today there are 
more than 100 Special Rangers. 

In testifying in favor of the law to abolish 
the Special Rangers, John Duncan, the ex- 
ecutive director of the Texas Civil Liberties 
Union, said, “There can be no justification in 
clothing employees of private economic 
interests with the police powers of the state. 
[The commissioning of Special Rangers] 
does just this and, in so doing, places this 
police power in the hands of many of the 
largest corporations in Texas...: Law-en- 
forcement officers are presumably the ser- 
vants of the public and not the servants of 
private economic interests.” The same 
might well be said of all specially deputized 
private cops. 

Deputization of private citizens was a law- 
enforcement necessity in the western fron- 
tier communities of the nineteenth century, 
where one sheriff or marshal was responsi- 
ble for keeping the peace throughout a vast 
expanse of territory. In modern America it 
should be reserved for those rare situations 
in which there are not enough sworn officers 
to deal with some unexpected law-enforce- 
ment crisis. To empower one group of pri- 
vate citizens with special police powers is to 
create a privileged elite whose property 
rights are somehow greater than those of 
others. 

Deputization as a means of evading the 
legal consequence of heavy-handed meth- 
ods by private police doesn't always work. It 
boomeranged on one New York City depart- 
ment store that stationed a deputized se- 
curity guard—a woman—to watch women 
customers covertly through a grated air vent 
In one of the store's dressing rooms. (The 
practice of spying on customers in store 
dressing rooms is widespread, because 
many shoplifters take advantage of the 
Privacy the rooms afford to conceal stolen 
items.) In this case two customers were 
arrested and brought to trial for shoplifting, 
but the case was thrown out on constitu- 
tional grounds. The security guard's testi- 
mony that she saw the defendants stealing 
would have been perfectly admissible if she 
had been a private citizen; as a deputized 
special officer, however, she was acting asa 
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BY RICHARD NEVILLE 


Something hideous hap- 
pened to me at school twen- 
ty-five years ago, when | 
learned that all men were 
not created equal. It knocked 
the stuffing out of my self- 
aplomb. Until puberty pene- 
trated the playground, life had 
been a breeze. Suddenly, the 
most unlikely boys in school took 
to unfurling enormous, pliable 
hoses and waving them around in the 
back row of the geometry class for all, 
except teacher, to see. | was horrified. 
The owners of these impressive appen- 
dages seemed also to be taken by surprise. 

One boy, Brian, was so startled by the 
gargantuan guest between his legs that he 
would flop it out onto the desk and thump it 
vigorously with a book. On one memorable occasion he 
attached a piece of wire to its tip, another to its base, and 
then poked the other two ends of the wire into an electric 
socket. Flash, bang, sizzle! He jerked across the room, survived, 
and proudly displayed a burnished scar. Brian later dropped out 
of school and apprenticed himself to an electrician. 

Meanwhile, puberty was passing me by. More and more of my 
peers were sprouting hairs and hanging heavier, while my own 
genitals remained assertively childlike. | was normally of a 
plucky, cheerful disposition, but my self-esteem gradually evap- 
orated and sports days turned into a nightmare. 

Others in the class sensed an uncharacteristic reserve and 
sniffed out its cause. When | was sixteen, my cock was still no 
larger than a toddler's. Word spread through the locker rooms, 
and to a chorus of giggles and blatant derision | would cower 
before the shower. Sometimes the humiliation was brutal and 
public. Boys would jump me, sparking a furious brawl. which left 
me exhausted, defeated, and spread akimbo before the unadmir- 
ing gaze of the whole football team. 

These were not the happiest days of my life. Eventually, a year 
or so later, ina desultory, languid way, when the other kids had all 
but forgotten their own metamorphoses, my cock registered a 
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modest enlargement. Flac- 
cid, it was still the size of a 
thimble; erect, it stretched to 
an unimpressive five and a half 
inches. At last | was a man— 
just. According to most sur- 
veys, this growth put it in 
the category of “below 
average.” Six to six and 
one-half inches is considered 
normal, while some men sport 
eight, nine, ten inches and beyond 
(according to Penthouse Forum, 
May 1976). 
It is not such statistics that matter 
most. It's attitude. Do you love or hate your 
cock and balls? Men relate to their penis as to 
a separate being. It is an independent entity with 
a personality of its own, which is in no way bound by 
the desires of its possessor. A maturing penis arrives 
between the legs like an uninvited house guest, and a 
man must make the best accommodation possible. Among 
couples it is the eternal third party, often personified as George, 
Fido, Willie, or some other sobriquet, as though it were a pet, 
which in a way itis. 

The workings, or otherwise, of the genitals are often a clue to 
the psychic state of man, but what about the other way around? 
Can the personality of the penis affect the personality of its 
owner? 

My own attitude toward life was undoubtedly distorted by the 
traumas of the locker room. It led to a mild form of satyriasis, 
wherein every conquest became a subliminal confirmation of 
manhood. While such philanderings have been invariably jolly 
and joyful, what now seems absurdly vulgar and demeaning to 
women is the camouflaged boasting involved, the bruiting 
abroad of one's sexual whereabouts. What began as compensa- 
tion for a belated puberty continued too long as the weary 
pantomine of an aging roue. 

Another consequence of being a boy among men was a 
virulent loathing of sports and its perpetrators, an intrepid jock- 
phobia that simmers within me to this day. How | hated those 
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“There is only 
one safe way to enlarge 
the penis?’ says 
asex therapist, “and that's 
with a magnifying glass: 


hairy, muscular monsters 
who captured the women and 
captained the football team. 
That we took such divergent 
paths in life is no surprise. 
Bossy and conforming, 
they drifted early into 
marriage and respecta- 
bility, baldness and fat. 

Here, too, penis personality 
plays its part. Because early ma- 
turers have less time for ego 
growth, they greet their inner urges 
with panic. They must summon up 
overwhelmingly powerful controls to 
conquer their own impulses, controls that 
they eventually extend to others in “a classic 
pattern of authoritarian development.” So con- 
cludes that august journal, Medica/ Aspects of 
Human Sexuality, on the basis of many studies. The 
journal also stresses that “one tries to control in others 
what threatens oneself from within" and generally considers 
late maturers to be “more liberal, introspective, and less threat- 
ened by sex” (January 1976). 

Sometime between my leaving school and my researching of 
this article, my cock thankfully achieved another inch, which 
made it drearily average, although when flaccid it still seems 
more minuscule than most. To the tailors question: “On which 
side do you dress ?" my instinctive reply is “In the middie” When 
I'm with women, size has never been an issue, not even with 
those lovers who are used to men of huge dimensions. Indeed, 
modest endowment has certain advantages, which will be listed 
elsewhere, but it is generally not women who are uptight about 
size. It's men. At the root of all cock complexes is a threatened 
masculinity. 

As any sex therapist will confirm, most men think that their 
cocks are too small. Why? 

| believe that this fear stems from a psycho-optical illusion, one 
which is formulated in these pages for the first time. In public 
urinals and other places of exposure, this law applies: His seems 
bigger than yours. It's that simple, like all great truths. And the 


corollary is this: The more 
furtive theglance, thegrand- 
er the illusion. 

What a disheartening dis- 
tortion. It is one that freezes 
too many men in a mental 

posture of inadequacy and traps 
them in a permanent delusion of 
diminution. The average man re- 
mains a victim of this law, known 
as Neville’s Illusion, so long as the 
taboo against looking openly at 
another man's genitals persists. 
It is the last cover-up and probably 
derives from the fear of being thought gay. 
Surely it's time that heterosexually oriented 
men began applying some of the lessons of 
other people's liberation movements to them- 
selves, Not that it may ever be necessary to parallel 
the example of some feminists by squatting together 
on mirrors and probing each other's anus with a spec- 
ulum. 

Graceful curiosity is enough. Let us abandon the shower-room 
etiquette that makes us stare studiously elsewhere when un- 
dressing with other men. /nstead: 

“Say Jim, yours is afunny shape . . 

“Yeah, | know. It looks a bit like an inflated french letter, but 
when | get a hard-on it straightens out” 

“Oh really? When | get horny, mine bends. It looks like a bloody 
boomerang . . "" 

This may seem ridiculous, but it's the quickest way to kill off 
lingering complexes. 

Here's another unfortunate fact that tends to reinforce most 
men's feelings of inferiority: There is always someone around 
with a whopper. | call the phenomenon the Roddy McDowall 
Syndrome, after the actor who is reputed to have eleven and a 
half inches on the slack and who was once labeled by a 
newspaper as: “The Biggest Too! in Hollywood.” 

Such people are a menace. They spoil things for the rest of us. 
A disdainful aura emanates from them as they strut into view— 
the ghastly glow of the show-off. One of the by-products of the 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 136 
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sworn public police officer when she spied 
on the shoppers. That made it an illegal 
search, the judge said, a violation of the 
Fourth Amendment. The guard's testimony 
could not be entered as evidence, and the 
case was dismissed. There was even the 
possibility that the store could have been 
sued. 

This incident points up another curious 
anomaly in the legal powers of private po- 
lice as compared with those of sworn of- 
ficers. An undeputized- private cop who 
conducts an illegal search of a suspected 
thief may have to face the consequences of 
a Civil suit, but the fruits of the illegal search 
can be entered as evidence if charges are 
brought against the suspect. The exclusion- 
ary rule by which courts reject evidence 
seized by the official police as “tainted” if it 
was acquired improperly or illegally doesn't 
apply to private cops. By the same token, a 
private cop may question a suspect without 
first informing him of his rights, obtain a 
confession, and use it in court as evidence 
against the suspect; a confession obtained 
in the same circumstances by a sworn 
Officer would be thrown out of court. The 
legal theory behind all this is that the con- 
stitutional safeguards of the Fourth and Fifth 
Amendments are intended to protect the 
citizen from the government, not from an- 


other citizen; a sworn officer is the govern- 
ment, but a private cop—unless depu- 
tized —is just another citizen. 

Another means used by the employers of 
private guards to avoid the legal pitfalls of 
citizen's arrests is to hire off-duty sworn 
police officers to serve as security guards. A 
sworn police officer's legal powers are not 
suspended when he goes off-duty; he re- 
tains them even while he is “moonlighting” 
for a private employer. But the real advan- 
tage of employing the moonlighting cop as 
a private guard is the training and experi- 
ence he brings to the job. Presumably, he is 
well versed in firearms and police procedure 
and would be much less likely to overstep 
his legal authority than a private citizen in a 
guard's uniform would be. 

The use of moonlighting cops as guards 
by private employers is open to much of the 
same criticism that is directed against the 
deputization of private police; it places pub- 
lic police power under the control of private 
economic interests. Some critics of the 
practice think that it is a conflict of interest 
for a police officer to perform virtually the 
same job on both public and private 
payrolls. A Maryland state policeman who 
Owns a rent-a-cop service in neighboring 
Virginia recently tried to extend the guard 
service into Maryland, where the state po- 
lice are responsible for regulating private- 
detective agencies and guard services. The 
Maryland Board of Ethics saw this as a 
potential conflict of interest and denied the 
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officer permission to open a Maryland 
branch. The Rand Corporation study of pri- 
vate police sidestepped the question of 
whether “public police who moonlight as 
private security officers are a problem or an 
asset,” recommending that the matter be 
given further study. 

Some private-sector employers find that 
undercover agents are less troublesome 
and more effective than uniformed guards in 
fighting many types of business crime. Typ- 
ically, an undercover agent will be “hired” by 
the client and assigned to a plant or office 
where some employees are suspected of 
stealing from the company. Often the client, 
rather than prosecuting, is satisfied simply 
to identify the dishonest workers, fire them, 
and bring the pilferage to a halt. 

The undercover agents who worked for an 
Ohio detective agency known as The Multi- 
State Unit, Inc., hunted a very different kind 
of quarry. Multi-State agents didn't chase 
white-collar criminals or shoplifters; they 
were hired out to small-town police depart- 
ments to catch users and dealers in illegal 
drugs. The thirteen-man Multi-State force 
was headed by Dwight Joseph, former Co- 
lumbus police chief and one-time head of 
the Ohio Bureau of Criminal Investigation. 
Multi-State was founded on the theory that 
many small police forces lacked any nar- 
cotics expertise but would be willing to hire 
some “rent-a-narcs” to come in and make a 
few drug busts in their communities. The 
idea paid off (although Multi-State itself 
went out of business). 

Some federal narcotics agents disdain 
the rent-a-narcs as bounty hunters, and one 
midwestern prosecutor charges that many 
of those busted are kids caught with mari- 
juana, not the important hard-narcotics 
dealers. Yet the Multi-State agents are doing 
nothing illegal, and as they readily point out, 
they didn't write the laws making posses- 
sion of a single marijuana cigarette a felony. 
But they are managing to make a living off 
these laws. 

Licensing is not now an effective factor in 
reducing abuses by private police. As of 
1975, nine states did not regulate any part of 
the private-security industry. The Rand Cor- 
poration study found spotty and usually 
inadequate regulation in most of the others. 
Generally, private-guard firms are licensed, 
not the guards themselves, although many 
states require as a minimum a police check 
to ensure that the prospective rent-a-cop 
has no criminal record. The owner of a 
Seattle, Wash., private-detective agency 
obtained a private investigator's license for 
his thirteen-year-old son to demonstrate 
that the local Department of Licensing and 
Consumer Affairs would issue such a li- 
cense to anyone. Matters are even worse 
among in-house security personnel—pri- 
vate cops who work directly for the busi- 
nesses they guard; the Rand study found 
that no state licenses or otherwise regulates 
such private cops. 

The Law Enforcement Assistance Admin- 
istration, which sponsored the Rand ‘study, 
set up a Private Security Advisory Council to 
recommend uniform state legislation that 
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You can have PHOTO WORLD delivered to your home or office for 
only $12.00 for 6 issues (or $20.00 for 12 issues) if you act now. 


Send your check or money order to: PHOTO WORLD, Subscription 
Dept., P.O. Box 945, Farmingdale, N.Y. 11737. 


would alleviate the abuses discovered by 
the Rand researchers. However, the council 
consisted mostly of representatives from the 
major contract-guard agencies and other 
private-sector security interests. It then pub- 
lished a Model Private Security Guard Li- 
censing and Regulatory Statute, which falls 
far short of the reforms suggested in the 


Rand study. Milton Lipson, a private-security - 


specialist who teaches the subject at New 
York University, said of the model statute: 
“{It] is not an attempt to install basic regula- 
tions for the industry, but rather [is] intended 
to foreclose further criticism.” 

Of those states which currently try to 
regulate the private-security industry, all find 
that the most frequent grounds for denying a 
license to an applicant is the discovery that 
he has a criminal record. Fifteen percent of 
the applicants for state licenses are turned 
down, a proportion that suggests that a 
significant number of professional criminals 
are attracted by the fox-in-henhouse oppor- 
tunities afforded by private-security work. 
Where licensing and screening procedures 
are lax or nonexistent—that is, in most 
states —professional criminals may be infil- 
trating contract-guard services and related 
companies to a dangerous extent. 

The largest heist in American history, and 
the second-place runner-up for the world 
title (held by the British Great Train Robbery 
of 1963), was the October 1974 break-in at 
the Chicago vault of Purolator Security, Inc., 
an armored car service. The thieves dis- 
played an astonishing knowledge of burglar 
alarm systems and succeeded in neutraliz- 
ing the sophisticated electronic equipment 
that had been set to protect the more than 
$4.3 million that Purolator had picked up 
from its clients after the close of banking 
hours on Friday afternoon. When the police 
finally identified some suspects, one turned 
out to be a former Purolator guard. 

Purolator Security was also the victim of 
another record theft at London's Heathrow 
Airport in June 1976. Two men wearing 
Purolator guard uniforms presented them- 
selves at the airport vaults used by British 
Airways and Sabena Airlines to store valua- 
bles in transit. The two produced papers 
authorizing them to receive five packages 
being held for pickup by Purolator couriers. 
The packages contained $3.5 million in U.S. 
dollars, French francs, and other currencies. 
Some of the money was due to be shipped 
out of England; the rest was to be delivered 
to Purolator clients within the country. The 
uniformed men collected the five packages 
and drove off in an armored truck. Two days 
later the real Purolator guards turned up at 
the vaults to pick up the money; it was only 
then that the authorities realized the first pair 
had been phonies. “We are sick, very sick,’ 
lamented the Purolator general manager. 

One reason for the security executive's 
lamentation was the realization that the theft 
was almost certainly an inside job. After a 
brief investigation Scotland Yard came to 
the identical conclusion and issued an alert 
for a former Purolator manager. 

With private cops guarding currency 
shipments, payrolls, negotiable certificates, 


and other big-ticket items, it should not be 
surprising if the private-security industry 
has attracted organized crime. Exactly how 
far the Mob may have infiltrated into the rent- 
a-cop business can only be guessed at, but 
any Mafia relationship would be only the 
fruit of seeds that have always existed in 
private-sector security. The private cop is, 
quite literally, a hired gun, no matter how 
much he is dignified by the mercantile 
respectability of corporate America. He's 
the mercenary soldier of business and in- 
dustry whose allegiance is for rent-by-the- 
hour to anyone willing and able to pay his 
price. Whether he works for Macy's or the 
Mafia is less significant than the fact that he 
does not work for the voters and taxpayers. 

Like the criminals who create a need for 
police action, private cops become a major 
social problem only when their numbers 
increase much more rapidly than the total 
population, as they have in the last decade 
or so. The private-police phenomenon is a 
side effect of the rising crime rate, a symp- 
tom of social illness. As a vice-president of 
the William J. Burns International Detective 
Agency explained, “We exist because pub- 
lic police departments are not big enough 
and don't have a large enough budget to 
provide protection for private industry." 

It could be argued that private industry 
should pay for its own protection. but the 
cost of rent-a-cops ultimately comes out of 
the public's pocket anyway, in the form of 
increased prices. Michael Klare, a student of 


the private police establishment, points out 
that private security is, in effect, funded by a 
kind of regressive sales tax, because the 
cost is passed on to the consumer. Better, 
perhaps, to pay the social and economic 
price of a larger public police force that, at 
least in theory, is answerable to the public 
and to elected officials. 

Itis likely, however, that the private cop will 
be a part of the security and law-enforce- 
ment scene for a long time to come. One 
can only hope that the current rent-a-cop 
abuses will soon be answered by better 
standards for recruiting, training, licensing, 
and managing private-security personnel. 
Meanwhile, the private police must be given 
their due; the image of the rent-a-cop as 
reckless, incompetent, arrogant, and dis- 
honest is by no means universally applica- 
ble. In a section of upper Manhattan near 
Columbia University, for example, a team of 
twenty-five rent-a-cops hired by a neighbor- 
hood association has made a significant 
dent in the area’s traditionally high crime 
rate. In Washinaton, D.C., seven ex-convicts 
have been working as unarmed security 
guards in an apartment complex, the owner 
says they've proved very effective at reduc- 
ing burglaries and vandalism. 

And let's not forget Watergate’s Frank 
Wills, that low-paid rent-a-cop who did his 
job one June night in 1972 and knocked 
over the first in the line of dominoes that 
eventually toppled from office a president of 
the United States. Ot 


“Don't shoot! You might hit the monster!” 
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(Above) Triumph-Norton's posh 1977 Bonneville 750. giving you the best of years of British 
racing and touring experience in a style that is edge-on to tomorrow. Great on winding back 
roads and for shaking up sleepy villages. Goggles courtesy of Electro Helmets, North Hollywood. 
(Below) Engineering and stamina bred from years of dirt-track facing, along with comfort 
garnered from years of keeping the everyday bike rider safe and pleased, resulted in this 
Yamaha XS 750 2D. A machine that won't let you down, if you don't let it down 


114 PENTHOUSE 


VRROOM AT THE TOP 


For those free spirits who 
seek and appreciate pure 
experience, few moments are 
freer than those spentona 
motorcycle—from the taut, 
vibrating energy of the engine 
tothe cleanrush of the wind 
over your face to the 
landscape rippling by 
And for people who 
understand, respect, and are 
attracted to the rare pleasures 
of tripping along on two 
wheels, the pinnacle is 
reached with the large, road- 
eating machines shown here 
These bikes are the best 
“heavy metal” available—both 
to look at and to experience 
These machines, with lines 
and colors and shapes that 
are the quintessence of form 
(blended lovingly with 
function), are the Rolls 
Royces of the two-wheeled 
world. And best of all, two can 
travel as cheaply —and 
rapidly, and arrive as 
breathlessly —as one 
But don't take our word for it 
Try some of these speed 
sculptures yourself and see if 
a whoie new world doesn't 
unroll under your wheels 
The Kawasaki KZ900LTDisa 
bike combining the best in 
comfort, styling, and 
performance. Manufactured 
only in limited numbers by 
Kawasaki, this machine has 
an engine displacing 903 cc's 
and a special, deep-cushion 
custom dual seat 
The black boots, slave 
collars, and bracelets 
courtesy of The Pleasure 
Chest, Los Angeles. Chrome 
accessories are by Amco. The 
red stiletto boots come from 
Franco Puccetti. Los Angeles 
Sunglasses from The Optique 
Boutique, Los Angeles 


(Below) The high-performance flagship of BMW's 7 se- 
ries, the BMW R100 S. With its solid Bavarian engineering 
and its aerodynamic cockpit fairing, this road master 
makes for the finest in cruising. Goggles and gloves from 
van Nuys Cycle, Van Nuys. Boots by Puccetti 


R 


E 


ORMSBY RAY BARB 


quite nicely, thank you, for 
5 for an unforgettat 
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The classic 

American road machine 

SS by the ne plus ultra of 
, motorcycle 

manufacturers—the 
Harley Davidson FLH 
1200. This metal 
masterpiece features 4 
4200 cc engine, twin 

. exhausts, and ten-inch 
.. disc brakes, front and rear. 
‘ Boots and collar via 
The Pleasure Chest. The 
hatcomes from Van Nuys 


Cycle. O+— 
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For more information on these machines see coupon on page 150. 
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ADVISE AND DISSENT 


DEATH IN THE 


FAMILY HOUR 


(Or Executions as a Teaching loa) 


Whenever we went past the house, 
we would always walk on the other 
side of the street. It was a frame house 
across the street from Sheffield 
Farms, a milk plant. The house was 
covered with soot which blew in great 
black clouds from the Long Island 
Railroad steam engine yards six 
blocks away. The man who lived in the 
house was Robert G. Elliott, 4 local 
electrician with political connections. 
Elliott was the official executioner for 
Sing Sing Prison in New York, and 
also for four other states. His was the 
hand which sent Sacco and Vanzetti 
and Bruno Richard Hauptman bolt- 
ing out of this world. In his time, Elliott 
killed 400 people. For being so effi- 
cient he had the front of his house 
blown off by a bomb while he was 
asleep one night. Nobody was in- 
jured, but after that people in the 
neighborhood, Richmond Hill, in 
Queens, in New York City, gave the 
house much room. 

And inside his house Elliott sat and 
worried. Not about a bombing. He had 
a much greater fear, one which | think 
is as important today as it was then. For soon we are going to 
have electric chairs spotted around this country like shoeshine 
stands, and it is important for prison officials and concerned 
citizens to know of the past in order to perform properly in the 
future. 

Elliott was afraid of another William Caesar. All my life | heard 
the story of William Caesar Recently, | received verification 
from a thief | know. Placed on a cleanup detail of the old death 
house at Sing Sing Prison, the thief did what he was born to 
do—steal something. He stole the Death House Log, a leather- 
bound volume containing the hand-entered record of every 
execution at Sing Sing. On the first page of the book, printed by 
a guard in black ink, was the title ELECTROCUTIONS. And then 
halfway down the page were the notations about William 
Caesar No wonder Robert G. Elliott, official electrocutioner, 
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sion personality and erstwhile political candidate, Breslin 
has recently completed a novel and signed on as a thrice- 
weekly columnist with the New York Daily News. 


feared what William Caesar meant. 

Caesar, an intolerable ax murderer, 
was one of the first sentenced to die 
in the electric chair at Sing Sing. 
Throughout his last day he was 
watched by guards McQuade and 
Holman. They reported that Mr. 
Caesar seemed uncommonly ner- 
vous about the idea of dying rather 
immediately. Mr. Caesar could eat no 
lunch. At dinnertime Mr. Caesar ate 
one bite of steak and two packs of 
Camels cigarettes. He attempted to 
pace his Cell, but he kept falling down. 
As a guard observed in the log, “Man 
did not appear relaxed” 

By mid-evening it was clear that 
Caesar needed some sort of a shot to 
calm him down. But the prison doctor 
was out at an Elks Club dinner and 
could not be disturbed. An hour be- 
fore the execution, a chaplain ap- 
peared. Caesar tried to pray along 
with him, but Caesar's lips fluttered so 
much that he could not form words. 
Then the doctor arrived wobbly from 
the Elks dinner and went immediately 
into the death chamber to make sure 
his friends had seats. At a few minutes before eleven, the 
guards and the warden brought Caesar out of the cell and 
helped him through the door and into the death chamber. 

All was ready. Elliott, the executioner, was at a switchboard in 
an alcove off the side of the room. He had his plugs plugged, 
wires wired, power powerful. He had the switch right in front of 
him. Throw it once and Caesar would come off the chair and 
against the straps like he was in an auto accident. Gas would 
come out of his bottom with loud noise. Snot would bubble from 
his nose. Throw the switch a second time and you could put 
Caesar on rye bread. : 

The warden wardened Caesar into the middle of the room. 
The chaplain chanted; the witnesses watched. The bare ceiling 
lights falling on green walls and wooden benches—and the 
one great ugly wooden seat in front—set a priceless medieval 


PA 
y Breslin 
Without End, Amen), televi- 


@ After a while, even televised executions will all seem the same. 


If America gets alittle tired of Archie Bunker 
where does this leave the 237th bum to sit in the electric chair2 © 


tone to the night. Caesar collapsed and went down on his back 
with his eyes open. The doctor stumbled out of his seat. He had 
to save Caesar so everybody could kill him. A guard took a 
bucket of salt water and threw it over Caesar. The salt water was 
for purposes of sloshing over the straps and electrodes so the 
electricity would go faster. The important water was wasted, for 
Caesar did not move. The doctor banged impatiently on his 
chest. A guard tried artificial respiration. But Caesar, the 
coward, died. 

The warden stood in front of the room and apologized to the 
witnesses. Off on the side, in his great little control room, Elliott 
the executioner ran a hand over his face. He knew he would be 
blamed for this. He had nothing to do with Caesar's heart 
stopping, but Elliott knew that by morning everybody would be 
blaming him for the show not coming off. He drove home to 
Richmond Hill and paced the floor and waited for the morning 
sun to rise and wash the streets and awaken New York for a 
business day. Then Elliott got on the phone to his political 
connections. Instead of being the target, Elliott became the 
complainer. And a rule was passed requiring stricter medical 
supervision of condemned men, including giving them, if 
needed, so much drugs that the more nervous cases would be 
so far gone that Elliott's juice would feel like an itch. 

Which shows you how many details have to be looked after if 
we are going to run executions in this country properly. Oh, we 
are going to have executions, all right. Lots of them. And I'm for 
them, as long as we conform to modern standards. 

I've Known executions were on the way for some time, since 
St. Patrick’s Day of 1973, when Sen. Edward Kennedy, talking in 
New York to 3,000 high-school editors from around the country, 
asked the audience how many wanted capital punishment. 
Young scrubbed faces became animated. Eyes gleamed with 
determination. From this audience of future newspaper and 
television people—society's most liberal group — there rose the 
hands of three quarters of those present. Thirty million Bob 
Dylan records later, young America wanted to kill back. 

That made it overwhelming, because nearly everybody older 
has wanted capital punishment for the last decade, at least. 
The public, paralyzed by the emotion of crime, used to call for 
more police. In New York, the police force nearly doubled, from 
18,000 to 32,000. The crime tripled. In the meantime, such 
words as job training came to be regarded as fag liberal ripoffs. 
Big government and big banking worried about inflation while 


unemployment among the poor rose to the ceiling. Crime 
climbed on. It was clear that something had to be done which 
the public could see. The idea of a criminal justice system is to 
provide the certainty of punishment for the guilty. But the courts 
now are too overloaded to do this. So we have turnstile justice, 
and criminals in and out of court and free to walk the streets 
long before the victim is able to leave the hospital. To correct 
this, to ensure the certainty of punishment, means the public 
must pay for more court systems, for everything from typists 
and file clerks to judges and new court buildings. But the public 
likes to pay for only what it can see. It can see the police. 
Therefore, hire more police. It cannot see the hidden, myste- 
rious workings of the courts. It will not pay for more. The public 
began calling for what it knew it could see: capital punishment. 
Electric chair, firing squad, hanging—any form you want, but 
just kill somebody as a symbol of the public’s fear and anger 
over crime. A deterrent? Of course not. Death hasn't worked for 
2,000 years. We need revenge. 

Chief Justice Warren Burger of the Supreme Court knew 
enough to stay with the public desires. Burger now floats about 
Washington as if he were an immaculate conception. But he 
made his career out of the three-card monte of a political 
convention, the Republican convention of 1948. Burger was an 
agent in the Minnesota delegation, working covertly with 
Richard Nixon of California in the maneuver to torpedo Taft and 
put Eisenhower on the Republican ticket. Eisenhower along 
with Richard Nixon. Twenty years later Burger got his Supreme 
Court job from Nixon. Burger became interested in capital- 
punishment cases. And he announced, with great legal reason- 
ing, that it looked as if we were going to have to put on 
executions because the public has become so mad at crimi- 
nals that it wants to do something to them, like kill them. 

| concur. But | say again, that the killing must be done 
properly. The days of select gatherings in bare rooms must be 
over. All executions now should be in large areas, open to the 
public, in stadiums and arenas. And on television, prime-time 
television, with the entire family watching. In order to make 
certain that squeamish liberals do not keep their children away 
from television, teachers should assign all students to watch 
the execution and then write a composition the next day 
describing how much they liked it. 

For a time, | had this notion of having the executions become 


spectacular: make the condemned man walk a tight rope 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 129 
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“Pm not really sure what turns At twenty-three, this green-eyed 
me on about mirrors,” says Donna Libra has a 38-23-36 figure that 
Simpson reflectively “When | was is mind-boggling indeed. “I'm 

growing up in South Carolina, | proud of my body, and | like to 
had a great big room with three show itoffinsexy silk orsatin 
or four full-length mirrors, dresses. I'm also a sucker for 
and |remember watching my bady frilly underwear’ Seduced by bright 
develop. Changing trom a skinny lights and tall buildings, Donna left 
stick figure to a full-blown woman home at twenty for New York City 
inthe space of a couple of years “And I've neverregretted it,” she 
is a mind-boggling experience!” says. “City life is fabulous!” 


@/'m proud of my body and like to show it off in sexy dresses. I'm also a sucker for frilly underwear ® 
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“Since {have two brothers, |'ve always felt really comfortable 


t 

with men. | love going out on dates, es 

movies, where my lover and | usually sit 

and make out like high-school kids, although it gets 
alittle wilder’ 


pecially to the 
in the back row 
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e /here’s nothing so satisfying as good, healthy sex. | like doing it on trains 
orina deserted stairwell or even ina taxicab® 
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Oonna’s feelings about sex in general are disarmingly candid: “love 
it. and there's no such thing, | must admit, ymuUCh ol tt 
There's nothing in this world so Satisfyin ny sex. like 

doing it in trains late at night, whe 

erted stairwell ina veryt 

nce | gave my lover a really far 
way to the theater! Otherwise, | 


the performance” 


Somed 


suppose that 
I'll want to 
settle down — 
get married, 
nave kids, a 
house in the 
suburbs, all 
that stuff. But 
for now I'm not 
ready to settle 
down. ! want 
lots of love 
lots of affairs 
lots of good 
times and lots 
of exciting, 
stimulating 
experiences” 
We'll be 
waiting in 


Galhenhents 


BY ART CUMINGS 


“Trouble with you, Morey, is you're too fuckin’ precise.” 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 119 


stretched across a particularly wide third 
rail,and as the man falls off the tight rope, he 
hits the third rail and lights up like a sparkler. 
This was, however, the thought of the inex- 
perienced hand at visual presentations. 

Richard C. Wald, president, NBC News, 
said, “You don’t change a natural situation. 
Let the thing speak for itself. Here you have a 
man in handcuffs and chains walking to- 
wards a simple and stark wooden chair 
known as an electric chair. In moments he 
will sit in this chair and be killed in front of 
your eyes. What more do you need? Do not 
interfere with the drama. We would have a 
sportscaster, a very good one, do much of 
the covering. Although | keep toying with the 
idea of a very understated voice, a hushed 
voice, along the lines of Milton Cross doing 
the Metropolitan Opera. That is for the action 
itself. For the time preceding the actual 
televised live killing, we would do film sto- 
ries on the life of the murderer and on the life 
of the victim. We would have interviews with 
the victim's survivors and the arresting of- 
ficers. We would put together a simple half- 
hour television show in prime time, the 
feature of which would be the electrocution. 
Or, if we're in a place like Utah, the firing 
squad.” 

There is some uneasiness about this. If we 
in this country kill some 200 to 250 people 
in a two-year period, the novelty of the event 
will wear off. Who can watch 200 film 
stories of the sleazy lives of murderers? Turn 
on the show halfway through and we'll catch 
the execution. But after a time, even the 
executions will all seem the same. The 
shaved head, the dragging step, the chest 
straining against leather straps. If America 
can get a little tired of Archie Bunker on 
television, where does this leave the 237th 
bum to sitdown in an old electric chair? 

Once committed to executions, of course, 
there can be no turning back. For that is the 
way of the weak. So you carry on: build a 
stout screen around the floor of the arena, 
throw the condemned man out onto the 
sawdust, and then open a trap door, and 
here he comes, a hungry, teased, angry-as- 
a-sonofabitch lion. 

However, for now we can restrict our 
thinking and planning to plain old electric 
chairs. And these are not just thoughts of 
outsiders who deal with executions as an 
abstract. As research of the highest order, | 
went to Brooklyn one day to see Joseph 
James, twenty-eight, receive the death sen- 
tence. 

James had been convicted for the killing 
of a guard, George Motchan, during an 
escape in 1975. At that time, James was 
awaiting trial for the murder of Abraham 
Rudnick during a holdup in 1974. 

When | sat down in the small, ninth-floor 
courtroom of the State Supreme Courthouse 
in Brooklyn, Sara Rudnick and her son Phil- 
ip, seated in the row behind me, leaned 
forward to introduce themselves. 

“He smirked at me the last time we were 
here,” Philip Rudnick said. 


“He kills my husband, and he smiles at 
me;’ the mother said. 

In the front of the room, standing in an 
open doorway, was the usual group of uni- 
formed court guards, civil service, and men 
in business suits, political appointees, found 
in courtrooms everywhere, and in political 
Brooklyn most particularly. The men parted 
to allow the judge, Dominic Rinaldi, to come 
through and slip onto the bench. 

“Now is James here ?” Rinaldi said. 

“Yes,” one of them in the doorway said. 

“Should we have him out now, or do you 
want to talk to him first?” the judge said toa 
woman at the defense table. She was not 
young and not thin, and champagne hair 
topped her short body. Her name was Sara 
Halbert. 

“I'd like to have him out," she said. 

Rinaldi looked at the group in the doorway. 
“All right, bring him out” 

Joseph James came through the door- 
way, with his handcuffed hands held to his 
mouth as if he were stopping a yawn. When 
he got over the yawn, he looked up at the 
ceiling. He had on a gray corduroy jacket 
and a black turtleneck shirt. He had a big 
chest and shoulders and a pleasant face. If 
you looked at him alone, that's what he 
looked like. But if you looked at him and then 
looked at the widow, Sara Rudnick, sitting 
with her son, Joseph James became a bit 
less than appealing. Remember to have the 
victim's family seated close to the electric 
chair. 

The lawyer, Sara Halbert, made some 
motions to throw out the case because of 
insufficient evidence at the trial. Rinaldi 
denied it. The lawyer had nothing more to try. 

“Do you have anything to say?” Rinaldi 
said to James. 

“Not at this time, sir.” 

Rinaldi cleared his throat. He picked up a 
piece of white bond paper on which he had 
typed the short speech which Americans 
know better than the words to “The Star 
Spangled Banner.” 

“Joseph James...” 

“Can | talk?" Sara Halbert said. 

“Oh. Go ahead.” The judge put the piece 
of paper down. 

Sara Halbert then said the things that 
we're not interested in hearing anymore. She 
said that for us to kill James would put us on 
the same cannibal level that he, the killer, 
was on, Why should we allow them to bring 
us down? Sara Halbert said that we are 
supposed to be better than killers. She 
spoke to a judge who was studying his 
typed-out speech and toa small, half-empty 
courtroom. 

Now she changed the tone of her voice. 
“But it is the mood of the times we have to 
consider. If | were Joseph James, I'd want to 
kill myself. He does not. Joseph James 
knows he is going to be executed, and he 
wants the whole world to see him die. He 
wants to die in public. He wants the whole 
world to see him from the moment his head 
is shaved, and he wants the whole world to 
see him sitting in the chair with the elec- 
trodes on. No face masks. He wants the 
whole world to see him die. Maybe he is 
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Robert Service 


Soft-spoken and smooth, its 
hundred-proof potency 
simmers just below the surface. 
Straight; on the rocks, or 
mixed, YUKON JACK is a 
breed apart; unlike any 
Canadian liquor you've 
ever tasted. 


The Black Sheep of Canadian Liquors. 


Auk 
B. Jack. 


100 Proof Imported Liqueur 
made with BI tend C Canadian Whisky. 


Yukon Jack 80 and 100 Prool. imported and Bottled by Heublein, Inc., 
Harttord, Conn. Sole Agents U.S.A. *©1907 Dodd, Mead & Co., Inc. 
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Surround yourself with love. 


If making love is an art, these two original, 
hand-screened wallpapers are masterpieces. 
Ours exclusively. 

On the left is ““Tantra’’, inspired by the wall 
paintings in the temples of Tibet and Nepal. (In 
India, Tantra is the cult of ecstasy.) On the 
right is ‘‘Nippon”’, derived from ancient 
Oriental prints that are a glorification of sexual 
pleasure. 

“Tantra” in bronze mylar, $34 per roll; in 
antique vamish yellow or silver, $32 per roll. 
“Tantra’’ matching shower curtain as shown 
$24.95. “Nippon” in antique vamish yellow, 
beige (silk look) or black, $32 per roll. 

Each roll is 27” wide 15 feet long and covers 
approx. 30 sq. ft. No minimum requirement. 

To order, indicate name of pattem, number 
of single rolls, color background, and, if you 
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desire, the ‘‘Tantra’’ shower curtain. 

Send check or money order plus $2 per roll 
to cover postage and handling, plus $1.50 for 
the shower curtain. Or charge to American 
Express, Master Charge or BankAmericard 
(include signature, expiration date, and 
account number plus Interbank # for Master 
Charge). Mail to Penthouse Products Ltd. , 
909 Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022. N.Y. 
residents add appropriate sales tax. To 
expedite your charge order call our toll free 
number (800) 223-7763. N.Y. residents call 
direct 212-593-0334. Allow 4 to 6 weeks for 
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right. Maybe the world should see. So we 
could say to ourselves, ‘Are we any better?’” 

When she finished, the judge picked up 
his paper and began reading. “It is the sen- 
tence of this court that you shall be deliv- 
ered to Green Haven Prison, and some time 
in the week of January 9... you shall be put 
to death in the manner prescribed by law.” 

James blinked, looked up at the ceiling, 
and was led away. Of course he was not 
killed on January 9. There were too many 
legal technicalities to be determined. The 
New York law at that time called for the 
death penalty only in those cases where a 
policeman or prison guard was killed. Most 
lawyers felt this law was unconstitutional 
and would be ruled so. But with the Burger 
Court, no one was sure. The State also had 
the Rudnick murder case ready for James. 
He could be tried on that and then sen- 
tenced to death if any one of the many new 
death-penalty laws about to be introduced 
into the state legislature were to pass. So the 
odds were, as James stepped out of the 
courtroom, that someday he would be step- 
ping into a room with an electric chair. 

Outside in the hallway, Sara Halbert was 
saying that her client would not die in a 
small room. “He wants to be electrocuted on 
television,’ she said. “And outdoors, so you 
could have a big crowd in person.” 

“Would you charge for his television ap- 
pearance?" she was asked. 

“Certainly not. It's a public event” 

We showed her the book we had brought, 
the Death House Log. As our finger ran down 
the first page and hit William Caesar's 
name, Sara Halbert grabbed ourarm. 

“You shouldn't worry,” she said. “He's 
young. He won't drop dead of a heart attack 
and spoil the show. And he actually wants to 
go through with it, right in public. He has 
incentive. He won't try to kill himself like 
Gilmore tried.” 

“How can we be sure of that?” she was 
asked. 

“I'm sure. And if he takes poison, you 
could pry open his mouth and pump his 
stomach out. If he slashes his throat, you can 
sew him up and hurry on with it. If he tries to 
hang himself, you can cut him down. When 
this man dies, he is going to die with the 
whole world watching him.” 

A group of old men and women, court- 
room buffs, was standing by the hallway 
windows, watching us talk. One of the 
women walked over, an old woman ina plain 
cloth coat. 

“He should die,” she said. 

“You want the kill?” Sara Halbert said. 

“Yes, An eye for an eye" 

Sara Halbert reached out to touch the 
woman's arm. “Then make sure you're there 
to see it.” 

The woman and the old men nodded; yes, 
they certainly would be there to see the 
execution of Joseph James. But remember. 
they are not enough. The grandchildren 
should be made to sit in the living room and 
watch and take notes on it and then, in 
school the next day, write a good sharp 
composition on what they really liked about 
the execution of Joseph James. 


SKALP VITAMINS FOR 
BEAUTIFUL HAIR. 

Everyone loves the look and feel of 
healthy, beautiful hair. Especially when 
it's your own. Now there's a new, 
nutritionally sound way to help your 
hair be as healthy and beautiful as i: 
can be, Skalp Vitamins for your hair. 


YOU MAY BE STARVING 
YOUR HAIR. 

Medical studies show millions of 
Americans are starving their hair 
through poor hair nutrition. If you're a 
busy person who often “eats on the 
run” you may be cheating your hei: of 
the vital nutrients it needs. Even ii you 
already take regular vitamins. 


SKALP VITAMINS GIVE 
YOUR HAIR THE FOOD 

IT NEEDS, DAILY. 

Skalp is the only product of its kind 
which combines the eight importani 
vitamins, five key minerals plus amino 
acids to ensure your hair can be 
healthy, full, vibrant and alive. Unti! 
now, these vital nutrients have been 
available only separately from your 
pharmacist or health food store. Until 
now, it would cost a small fortune to 
take these many nutrients daily. 

Now, because Skalp Vitamins combine 


these essential hair nutrients in one easy- 
to- take tablet, you can give your hair the 


good nutrition it deserves every day — 
at a fraction of the cost. 


START GIVING YOUR 
HAIR THE NUTRITION 
IT NEEDS. NOW. 


The best time to start a program of 
sound hair nutrition is now. The sooner 
you start a daily Skalp Vitamins pro- 
gram, the sooner Skalp’s vital nutrients 
can go to work on your hair. 


MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE. 
Try Skalp Vitamins for just 14 days. If 


Skalp Vitamins. 


you're not completely delighted with 
the difference Skalp makes with your 
hair, return the bottle and unused 
portion and we'll happily refund your 
money. We're that sure Skalp 

really works! 


ORDER NOW. 

For your 50 day supply of Skalp 
Vitamins, phone now (24 hr. service) 
TOLL FREE 1 800 426-0583, 

Wash. State residents 1 800 542-0816. 


The perfect food for your hair. 
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P.O. Box #2345 
Seattle, Washington, USA 98111 
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hitler 


titted Roses 


Freed from Hell, 


Margaret crawled to heaven to find 


he precise moment of the opening 

of the doorway to Hell occurred on 
J a Friday the 13th, apparently ten 

days earlier than usual for the au- 

tumnal equinox to manifest itself. 
This discrepancy was only superficial, 
however. To those familiar with the change- 
over from the Julian calendar to the Gregori- 
an in 1582, the ten-day prematurity was 
utterly harmonious. As the smoldering sun 
passed the celestial equator going north to 
south, numberless portents revealed them- 
selves: a two-headed calf was born in Dor- 
set near the little town of Blandford; 
wrecked ships rose from the depths of the 
Marianas Trench; everywhere children’s 
eyes grew old and very wise; over the Indian 
state of Maharashtra clouds assumed the 
shapes of warring armies; leprous moss 
quickly grew on the south side of Celtic 
megaliths and then died away in minutes; in 
Greece the pretty little gillyflowers began to 
bleed, and the earth around their clusters 
gave off a putrescent smell; all sixteen of the 
ominous dirae designated by Julius Caesar 
in the First Century B.c., including the spilling 
of salt and wine, stumbling, sneezing, and 
the creaking of chairs, made themselves 
apparent: the aurora australis appeared to 
the Maori; a horned horse:;was seen by 


§ Basques as it ran through the streets of 


ox 
a 


illustration by BobH 


Vizcaya. Numberless other auguries. 

And the doorway to Hell opened. 

For just a. moment. The macrocosmic 
maze of the universe proffered exits, and 
escapes were effected, 

Jack the Ripper fled. Caligula slipped 


the man who 
had taken her virginity 
and her life. 


away. Charlotte Corday, her hands still reek- 
ing with Marat’s blood, seized the moment 
to get away. Edward Teach, beard still bris- 
tling but with the ribbons therein charred 
and colorless, decamped, laughing hide- 
ously. Burke and Hare and Crippen (who had 
become friends in The Foul Place) ran off 
together. Cain's release was realized. Ce- 
sare and Lucretia Borgia elbowed one an- 
other in their attempts to break loose, and 
the sister won her poisonous freedom, leav- 
ing the impotent brother behind. George 
Armstrong Custer galloped up and off ona 
flaming ghost stallion, his long blond hair 
trailing fire, hounds baying at his heels. 
Others. 

Hitler found himself directly beside the 
portal and could have escaped. But did not. 
He had founda home; his eternity had been 
spent painting roses on the walls of Hell; 
and he could not leave his masterpiece 
behind. 

The doorway closed, and all was as it had 
been before. 

As it closed, a paradoxical whirlpool was 
created in the megaflow, sucking back all 


‘the doomed souls but one. 


. Margaret Thrushwood escaped un- 
detected. Impossibly —for the very best rec- 
ords were always kept up to date in Hell—no 
notice: was taken of her absence; and all 
was as ithad been, 

‘But Margaret Thrushwood, recently quar- 


Fiction By Harlan Ellison 


tered in Hell, was back in the world. 

There had been a multiple slaying in Dow- 
nieville in 1935. There had been a house in 
Downieville that the residents called the 
Octagon House, because of the shape in 
which it had been built. Ramsdell had been 
the name of the family that had built and had 
lived in the Octagon House. The Ramsdells 
had been in mining; and when the mine had 
played out, they had gone into cattle and 
farming. Wealthy, friendly, interested in their 
community, giving and sharing during the’ 
Great Depression, they had been both loved 
and respected in Downieville. 

The slaughter at the:Ramsdell Octagon 
House had shocked and infuriated the god- 
fearing townsfolk. 

Margaret Thrushwood, the housekeeper, 
thirty-one years old, had been the only 
person left alive in that abattoir Covered 
with blood and crying piteously, she had 
been found, crouched down, half-naked, in 
the dining room clogged with the bodies of 
the five Ramsdells, three of whom had been 
children. The townsfolk had dragged her 
from the house and drowned her in a nearby 
well. Lynching was commonplace in 1935. 

On Friday the 13th, on a day of chill winds 
and rivers that tried for a moment to run 
upstream, the burned and ruined shade of 
Margaret Thrushwood returned to Dow- 
nieville. 

Henry “Doc” Thomas no longer lived 
there. 

He had died in 1961. 

The still-smoldering cinder that was the 
shade of Margaret Thrushwood did not lin- 
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ger long in Downieville; as Midgard, it had 
not long held the waiting shadow of Henry 
"Doc" Thomas. She continued searching; 
and when she realized he was not there, she 
gave a pitiful wail that made babies cry 
throughout the town; and she continued 
searching. He had not gone to Hell ... she 
would have met him there and settled ac- 
counts between them. Again, impossibly, 
defying all logic, refuting the commonly 
held belief that the universe balances itself 
in crystalline purity between good and evil, 
justice and injustice, Henry Thomas had 
been taken to Heaven. 

Freed from The Foul Place, Margaret 
Thrushwood crawled to Heaven to find the 
man who had taken her virginity. 


It was near twilight when she reached Heav- 
en. The blessed host moved in slow and 
stately patterns. Heaven was a great, pastel 
city, suffering from overcrowding. The faces 
of the residents seemed strained, but the 
sound of muted laughter was everywhere. It 
was cooler than Hell had been. There were 
no birds in the sky. Crickets nattered. 

Margaret Thrushwood asked directions 
and was led by stages to a common square, 
where a pool of pale golden water whis- 
pered gently against the coming of evening. 
And there, at the edge of the pool, she found 
Henry Thomas with his bare legs dangling in 
the water. 

She came up behind him, and her hands 
clenched into fists without her knowledge. 
The clenching was painful: her hands were 
terribly burned. She wanted to hit him. 

She tried to speak and found she could 
not. Was it too much emotion, or that she 
had not spoken in Hell (save to scream) for 
so very long? She tried again and managed 
to speak his name: “Doc.” 

A tremor passed through him, and he 


-stared straight ahead. She said his name 


again. He turned his head slowly and looked 
up ather. As theireyes met, he began to cry. 

Hidden in the moment was the memory of 
that evening. 

She sank to her knees beside him and 
looked at his face. It was twenty-six years 
older than the face that had compelled her 
love in 1935. Torment lay like a patina of dust 
across the fine features. He had not shaved. 
Perhaps he was not required to shave here, 
Perhaps he had been unshaved at the mo- 
ment of his death. She wondered how he 
had died, but the thought was a vagrant 
breeze. She wanted to take his face in her 
blackened hands and feel once again the 
heat that came from him. But it was not 
possible. Too much time, too many mo- 
ments in Hell, lay between them, as that eve- 
ning lay between them. And he cried. 

Helplessly, he stared at her. He was totally 
and wholly at her command now. He whis- 
pered her name, then again. And the hearing 
of it, twice, so quickly like that, melted all the 
hatred in her. She leaned forward and put her 
sooty face against his shoulder. Black marks 
were left on his white flesh. She made 
gentle, baby-soothing sounds, even as her 
own body trembled. She had never seen him 
like this. The last time she had seen him had 
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been that night, ashe... 

Heaven began to run at the edges. 

Margaret looked over Doc's shoulder. The 
sky of Heaven was beginning to smear and 
drip. She had seen a house run that way 
once, just the year before, in 1934. Ultravio- 
let rays and moisture worked rapidly on the 
linseed-oil binder in paints of the time. Rain 
would get at the fascia and trim and produce 
what house painters called “chalking.” The 
colors would run, That was common in 1934, 
1935. 

There was a trembling in the ground 
beneath them. The pale golden water of the 
pool gently swelled to the left, then to the 
right. It sloshed back and forth, overflowing 
firstat one side, then the other. 

It grew much warmer. Margaret thought 
she heard the cry of a bird, but there were 


“still no birds, no birds in the sky, nowhere in 


that smeared drizzle of heavenly sky-color 
running down. 
She held onto Doc as tightly as she could. 
The silvery light that had no source, that 


® 


His hand went up 
and down 
in movements too swift to 
see, and then there 
was blood 
on the walls and across 
the damask tablecloth. 


- 


illuminated Heaven, dimmed; and disturb- 
ing cancers of darkness appeared in the 
empty spaces around the square. 

Margaret pressed herself more tightly into 
Doc's body, as she had that night. There in 
her servant's room at the rear of the Octagon 
House. Oh. The room. She could see it now 
in her mind, just as fresh and sharp as it was 
... when? Was it that many years ago, just 
yesterday, back in 1935, just one real day 
ago, when they dragged her out of the house 
and tied the well-rope around her ankles, 
and one of the men doubled his fist and hit 
her in the side of the head, and another man 
bounced her face off the bricks of the well, 
and they hoisted her up, dazed and squirm- 
ing and crying and now completely naked, 
so embarrassed at her nakedness, and 
tipped her head down and threw her over the 
lip into darkness, way down there, all the 
way down there to The Foul Place—was it 
just a day ago in real time, or forty, fifty, a 
hundred years ago burning, always burn- 
ing? She could see the room, that sweet 
little room the Ramsdelis had given her 
when she came to work for them, from Dr. 
Pulney’'s in Oxnard. Through the big kitchen 
with the butcher's-block table in the middle 
and the matched copper-bottom pans 


hanging from their hooks and the slick 
sweet smell of freshly-washed-down oil- 
cloth on the breakfast nook table and the 
wood-burning stove the Ramsdells con- 
tinued to use even though there was piped- 
in gas. Through the main pantry, the huge 
walk-in pantry with the circular staircase at 
the back wall. the staircase that led up to the 
second and third floors, where the family 
had their bedrooms, where Mr. Ramsdell 
slept and could get up quietly in the middle 
of the night and come downstairs for a 
snack of some kind or other. And the door to 
her room, her servant's room, she being the 
full-time well-paid just twenty-eight years 
old when she came to them housekeeper. 
Under the circular staircase that led up to Mr. 
Ramsdell, who came down very late in the 
night for snacks, the door to her sweet and 
clean and neat as a pin room. 

The sky ran, the ground trembled, dark- 
ness swirled through Heaven and the 
blessed host ran in random directions trying 
to escape the increasing warmth; as Mar- 
garet Thrushwood clung to the weeping 
body of Doc Thomas, as she had that 
evening. 


“Don't you want to know where my dream 
comes from?” 

He looked down at her and the smile 
came to his face even though he fought to 
contain it. “Why should | want to know 
where it comes from?" 

"Because it's necessary to know that 
dreams come from someplace close. From 
someplace dear. Otherwise, they would be 
no better than wishes for money or great 
runs of land or all the caviar you could eat” 

“So tell me where the dream comes from." 

She sat up on the bed in the small room at 
the rear of the huge pantry. She wore only a 
slip and her silk stockings. They had been 
making love on the bed, and her skin was 
pink from having been pressed; small 
marks on her breasts and upper arms testi- 
fied to the intensity of her love; intense 
enough for her to give herself up to his need 
to nibble, even when it was risky, that some- 
one might see the signs of passion. 

“My dream comes from seeing my moth- 
er She was from Birmingham. in England. | 
told you that, didn't 1?" 

He smiled, as he had smiled at a child 
who had brought him a hummingbird with a 
broken wing just that morning. “Yes, you told 
me that." 

“| knew | had. Come hold me and I'll tell 
you more.” 

He slid back onto the bed and they lay 
side by side. He held her, with her chestnut 
hair which she had let down till it reached 
the back of her knees, all her beautiful hair, 
blanketing his naked body. Her head was 
pressed into the secret hollow under his 
chin, and he heard her speaking from far 
away. “My mother always worked; | cannot 
remember a time when she wasn't working. 
My father died when | was very young. My 
mother told me that.” 

“But you didn't believe her.’ he said, softly. 

She sat up and stared at him. “Good lord, 
Doc, how did you know that?" 


You just ran out of excuses. 


Now you can do it in the dirt without doing a number on your bank account too. 
Kawasaki is now offering two of its most popular dual-purpose machines the 
250cc F-11 and the 175cc F-7 Enduro at super sale prices. Both bikes come 
with complete street equipment to get you to where the road ends; and 
Kawasaki 2 stroke single cylinder engines mated to 5 speed transmissions to 
take on the toughest terrain, and then take you home again. Supplies of both 
bikes are quite limited, so see your participating Kawasaki dealer today. 


SALE STARTS FEBRUARY 1 


Kawasaki 


We know why you ride. 
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A&CGrenadiers = 


) e 4 sexual revolution is that such unrepresenta- 
can eS Taal a tive beefcakes are given parts in erotic 
e movies. Consequently, most of the men in 


the audience feel uncomfortable, and most 
of the women in the audience feel deprived 
(and most of the gays in the audience feel 
each other). 

This feeling of deficiency even gets to Al 
Goldstein, publisher of the sex paper Screw, 
| who's been reviewing such films for many 
years. |lonce asked him how he felt about his 
| cock. “I thought of myself as normal.” said 
| Al, “until | started going to porno movies. As 
the men on the screen got bigger and 
bigger, my own cock seemed to get smaller 
and smaller. Now | do feel inadequate.” | 
queried his dimensions. “Seven inches,” he 
replied, a trifle shiftily. 

If Al's got problems, we've all got prob- 
lems. And according to one sex therapist | 
interviewed, that’s practically the case. Doc- 
tor D. E. Keller, professor of biology at Pace 
University in New York, told me that most 
men who come to her for surgery are con- 
vinced that their cocks are too small. What 
does she do for them? “| have a normal-size 
penis in the closet,” she said, “which | take 
out and show to them. . ‘That's normal} | tell 
them; ‘how does it compare with yours?’ In 
most cases they are instantly relieved.” 

Thank you, Dr. Keller (and up yours, Rod- 
dy). For the treatment of the rare and unfortu- 
nate few whose organs are of genuine pyg- 
| my proportions, the technique is to de- 
emphasize the cock as a sexual implement 
and to encourage the patient to explore 
alternative methods of arousal and satisfac- 
tion. Although Dr. Keller could not confirm 
my theory that those with truly small cocks 
tend to compensate vividly, | still believe that 


rhere's only one 
a = penis problems can lead some men into 
bea utiful simoki ni negative or hostile attitudes regarding sex— 
toward themselves or toward the world. 
experience There are other kinds of compensation, 
e 


i 
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too, less manic. | understand that Arnold 
Schwarzenegger is a very nice man, person- 
able and charming, who was five times Mr. 
| Olympia. He has devoted his life to packag- 
ing his masculinity and looks a treat; and in 
no way was | surprised when, in a conversa- 
tion with a woman of our mutual acquaint- 
ance, his name cropped up in connection 
with this research. 

And would you believe... Jerry Rubin? In 
What makes A&C Grena- his postmortem of the turbulent sixties, 
diers so special? Maybe Growing Up at Thirty-seven, he endearingly 
it’s the long, sleek shape. § confesses the compensating connection 
Or the time-tested blend 5 between revolutionary rhetoric and a mini- 
ix pecker. “The government may think I'm a 
dangerous radical, but they don’t know the 
true size of my cock.” 


baccos, Or the choice of 
imported wrappers: dark | . ; . Nearly all men, including editors of maga- 
Cameroun or light. Try an _ | wy zines such as this, seem to fear inadequacy 


A&C Grenadier and see i For years such pages have been protesting 
for yourself. ee too much that women are indifferent to 


: ‘ penis size. Many therapists now believe this 
One thing is for sure— : y is ridiculous, among them Dr. Keller, who has 
there’s only one beautiful said so in a published study, “It's True, 


smoking experience. SIX CIGARS Bigger Is Better’ Basing her conclusions on 
A&C Grenadiers. : ; CONTINUED ON PAGE 145 


PUNCH ME, SPANK ME. KICK ME 


This couple gave new meaning to the words, 
“the agony and the ecstasy:’ Their lovemaking certainly had the feel, 
if not the look, of leather, 
and as they put it, “Spank you very much!" 
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e Unfortunately, a lot of women 
are squeamish when it comes to sadism. 
You just can't go up to some 
girl in a bar and say, “Would you like to 
get into an S & Mtrip tonight?” © 


| should start out 
by explaining that | consider myself a sadist. Oh, | know what 
most people think of when they hear the word: Hell's Angels 
stomping on heads or leather freaks working out with whips 
and chains. But they're just extremes that give sadism a bad 
name. Once | looked up the word sadism in the dictionary, and 
the definition was something like “an abnormal delight in 
cruelty.” Nothing could be farther from what sadism is really 
about. That's like saying straight fucking is the same as child 
molesting. 

If you want to know the truth about sadism, you have to go to 
the source and read what the Marquis de Sade had to say. | have 
to admit that a lot of his writing is pretty boring. | haven't read as 
much as I'd like to, but from what | can tell, his basic idea was a 
simple one: pleasure and pain are two sides of the same coin. 

| wish that | knew why it's so hard for people to accept 
something so obvious. Haven't they ever laughed at a joke until 
tears came to their eyes? Or hit their funny bones and wanted 
to scream? Or gotten hurt and found themselves giggling 
hysterically? It all has to do with intensity of feeling. Beyond a 
certain point physical pain and pleasure become the same. 
Most people are afraid of sadism because, for whatever reason, 
they're really scared of experiencing sex at its most intense. 

Some woman once told me that | enjoy taking sex to the limit 
because | was born a Scorpio. | never put much stock in 
astrology. Yet for a guy who isn't especially good-looking, I've 
always seemed to turn women on to the maximum, and I've 
gotten more than my share of sexual experimentation. If that’s 
because I'm a Scorpio, so be it. Still, as sexually adventurous as 
I'd been, | never came close to exploring sadism. Maybe | was 
afraid to try it. Maybe | was turned off because | thought that all 
sadists were hard-core perverts. | didn't know any better until | 
met Fran. 

It isn't often that a member of the crew gets involved with a 
passenger on one of his flights. For one thing, it just doesn't look 
good. If a supervisor ever found out, the consequences might 


Penthouse presents another in its series of interviews uncovering the most 
intimate facts of both the male and female side of a sexual relationship— 
analyzed by Dr. Robert Chartham, the eminent sexologist. Couples who wish to 
be interviewed should write in confidence to: The Editor “Couples,” Penthouse 
Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 
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be that he might not get into pilot-training school or might be 
put on some third-rate route to Sioux City or Columbus. 
Besides, if there's going to be any hanky-panky, it's usually the 
captain's prerogative. Navigators don't rate. Well, here we were 
on one of those grasshopper flights with five stops in four hours 
and all of us in the cockpit getting very restless. Counting the 
flight attendants, there were almost more crew members on 
board than there were passengers. When one particular girl got 
on who looked as if she'd just swallowed a pickup truck, the 
captain suggested that one of us go back and console her. We 
drew straws. After | won, the copilot started taking bets on how 
far | could score with her. He gave me five-to-one odds that | 
couldn't make it all the way. | bet him almost everything | had in 
my wallet. | won the bet. It was surely the quickest hundred 
dollars I've ever made. 

To tell the truth, the reason | went home with Fran was that | 
figured she'd be okay for a one-night stand. Also, | needed a 
place to stay. The stewardess | usually slept with in Dallas had 
told me that her mother was coming over to visit. | didn't know it 
at the time, but the real reason was 


sensations, but each jab of her tongue sent tremors of ecstasy 
rushing through me. My cock was primed for an explosion of 
passion. All this time | was working on her pussy. Whenever her 
quickened breathing seemed to indicate an orgasm about to 
burst, | would apply a piece of ice and freeze the sensation 
before she could come. After a while, the effect of the ice made 
Our sex organs seem downright hot! We were both building 
toward orgasms of dynamite proportions. After a while, | could 
hardly even feel my cock. | was surprised that it was still hard. 
She then sat on it, taking it right up her ass in one stroke. Her 
buttocks slammed down on my thighs, and | expected her to let 
out one helluva scream. Instead, she just kind of gritted her 
teeth and let out this loud, hissing air. Then she bucked her hips 
around, grinding my cock up into her anus. From deep down in 
her throat, she let out a really low moan. After a few moments in 
Fran's hot ass, my cock began to dethaw, making it all seem 
even hotter than ever. Fran just kind of trembled all over, and | 
could tell that she could feel the coo! vibrations of my ice-cold 
prick, which, gripped by the ring muscle, was nearing climax. 

| couldn't believe how aroused I'd 


that she was starting to see sog¢ —_§< become. | Could think of nothing but 
other guy. Anyway, Fran seemed so achieving that big climax. | wanted it 
inexperienced that | thought I'd fuck so badly; I'd been waiting so long for 
her once or twice and then get bored it. God, I'd earned it! | began to sigh, 
with her. | had no inkling that she was almost to myself, that | was going to 
about to open up a whole new world e come any second. | was hardly aware 


of sex to me—one | didn’t dream 
existed. 

Almost as soon as we arrived at her 
place, she was pressing herself 
against me. We embraced for a few 
minutes. She was a so-so kisser, a 
little too frenetic to be really good. 
Then | took off her blouse and her bra. 
Fran had small tits, about the size of 
half lemons, but they were nice and 


She put several chunks 
of ice into her mouth and went 
at my erection as if 
it were an ice cream stick 
to be eaten. After 
this kind of frigid oral sex, my 


that Fran was even there. Even there? 
It was her ass that | was fucking! Man, 
| was really that far gone. Just when | 
was about to explode, Fran yelled, 
“Don't come. Not yet. Not yet. Hold 
back fora moment!” 

What the hell is this? | thought. 
Goddam it, I've got to come. Fran 
jumped off my crotch and grabbed 
some more ice. | was already excited 


firm. What took place was fairly pre- organ felt downright hot! to begin with; and when she applied 
dictable until | started licking her pink the ice to my cock, | had an incredibly 
nipples. “Bite me," she said. | gave her e powerful orgasm. In a way, the ice was 


little nips with my front teeth, and the 
tips of her breasts became erect. 
“Bite me hard,” she sighed. | did as 
she asked, alternating mouthfuls of tit 
and chewing on them. “Bite me hard- 
er.” I'd never received such a request 
before: most women are afraid of being bruised. But Fran 
happened to crave this kind of thing. | bit her all right, not 
enough to draw blood, but | did make her yelp with pain. | was 
surprised to realize just how much of a turn-on it was for me, 
and | found myself really getting into it. 

Then it was my turn. Fran unbuttoned my shirt and sank her 
teeth into my chest. Along with the jagged pain | could feel a 
tingling sensation creeping through my entire body. At first, it 
was too much to take, but she had a knack for knowing when to 
let up and when to administer another bite. | found myself 
awaiting each new infliction of pain. When the next one 
wouldn't come soon enough, I'd ask her for more. Fran worked 
her way down my body until she unzipped my fly; my prick 
popped out like a mushroom swollen with spring rain. 

Two could play her game of pain and pleasure. | removed 
Fran's last bits of clothing and focused my attention on her clit. 
She interrupted me long enough to go get a bow! filled with ice, 
After we got comfortable in the sixty-nine position, she put 
several chunks of ice into her mouth and went at my prick as if it 
were an ice cream stick to be eaten. The cold ice deadened the 
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really painful—particularly at that mo- 
ment in our sex play. It felt hot against 
my skin. But the release was un- 
believable. My come blasted into her 
face with such force that she recoiled 
from the impact. | don't think Fran had 
expected there would be that much come. Certainly, I'd never 
shot that much before. She recovered quickly and wrapped her 
mouth around the head of my cock, swallowing all the juices, 
which seemed to pour out of me without stopping.-| kept 
coming for such a long time. Nothing came out of my cock after 
the first few spurts, but | kept feeling these exploding sensa- 
tions as though | were still shooting sperm. It had to have been 
the most spectacular orgasm I'd ever experienced. 

To look at Fran, you'd think she was so sweet and innocent. In 
many ways she is. But sexually, she’s easily the biggest freak 
I've ever met. That's saying a lot, too, because stewardesses, as 
a rule, are among the freakiest women around. Then again, few 
women have been subjected to what Fran has been through. I'm 
sure she's already told you about how her last boyfriend used to 
beat her up just for kicks. Someone who doesn't know any 
better might think she is an incredible masochist. Once you 
understand the true nature of sadism, you realize there's no 
such thing as a pure sadist or a pure masochist. Every one of us ° 
is a little of both, Sure, there are people who get hung up on one 
thing, but a real sadist knows that giving pain and receiving it 


are equally pleasurable. If you take into account the intensity of 
feeling that only sadism can produce, and the fact that two 
sadists can push each other ever higher, then you can see why 
there's no going back to straight sex. There's no doubt in my 
mind that sadism has got to be the ultimate sexual trip. 

But. as is true of anything that’s extremely powerful, there is 
always an element of danger. Fran and | have now reached a 
critical stage in our relationship where we have to let things cool 
down for a while or else face the possibility of doing serious 
harm to each other. We haven't talked this over, because Fran 
doesn't go by words; she goes on instinct. Nevertheless, I'm 
sure she senses the same thing. 

Like | said before, Fran and | switch roles. We accept 
dominance and submission from each other. | suppose, 
however, that we both prefer to dominate. Lately, we’ve been 
getting into some heavy spanking scenes. | usually start out 
spanking Fran; then she'll take over and spank me. The only 
problem is that when | begin to become aroused, | want to take 
out my sexual tension on her. I'll begin spanking her again, and 
yet quite often Fran doesn't want me 
to slap her ass anymore. You see, we 
both prefer to be in the dominant 
position. Also, I'm afraid that we 
sometimes get carried away. For ex- 


ample, last week | was walking pretty © 


stiffly after one of our little spanking 
scenes. The strange thing is, though, 
that after that session, I'd never seen 


rr 


we've arrived at is to involve a third person in our sex play. 
Sometimes | bring home a masochistic chick to have a go with. 
lf Fran happens to be around, she'll either just watch or 
participate—as a master along with me—and vice versa, of 
course. It's surprising, perhaps, but the masochist is the one 
who's really in control. Fran brought’a guy home a week ago. He 
was into being humiliated by a woman. His kick was to have 
Fran shout obscenities at him while he crawled around on his 
knees, wearing women's underwear. | was in the bedroom, 
watching this scene, and decided to shout a few sissy lines at 
him, too. Wow! My mistake! He got up and walloped me across 
the mouth! | had a swollen lip for a week! He just didn't take any 
of that shit from a man. Also, he was strictly heterosexual and 
didn't want another guy to join in with his sex play. 

It was then that | realized how much more sadism could be 
than just a pain-pleasure trip. You see, the physicality of itis just 
a small part of what attracts me to it. Fran's begun to show me 
the mental side of sadomasochism, | really think that it is a part 
of every relationship, in varying degrees, of course. I've noticed 
how so many of my friends will get so 
hot over a girl when she remains just a 
little aloof. On the other hand, if the girl 
falls all over a guy, he'll say that she’s 
boring. He can't be bothered. And vice 
versa, of course. The same thing is 
true of girls—if you play it cool, then 
you'll find they'll respond. 

Generally, | prefer to dominate peo- 


Fran treat me so kindly, so sym- 
pathetically. She prepared a warm 
bath for me with all kinds of bath oils. 
While | lay there in the tub—on my 
side—she caressed my body so care- 
fully, so tenderly. Afterward, she 
bathed my body with the expensive 
facial lotions that she uses. Christ! 
She used up one whole jar of a par- 
ticularly expensive cream. There | 
was, wearing about thirty dollars’ 


He'd bend down with his 
beautiful, bare ass 
in front of me. How could | 
resist slapping my 
hand against his hard butt? | 
loved those spankings 


more than sexual intercourse. 


° 


ple. There have been times in the past 
when I've canceled dates with girls— 
oh, you know, just to make them hot 
for me. | used to do this with Fran. 
She'd get pissed as hell, and yet | 
think it made for better sex. Really! 
Now, however, | only pull my little 
dominance trip within “controlled set- 
tings.” A case in point is the time Fran 
and | picked up a young guy, Jim, at a 
singles’ bar. We'd been talking about 


worth of creams. It was a little silly, | 
suppose, but it was a crystal-clear 
proof of Fran's affections. 

Actually, Fran is a lot kinkier than | 
am. Spanking is about as far as I'll go 
into the S & M trip. A little biting and 
slapping around is also nice. Fran is into leather, though. She 
likes the whole idea of dressing up in leather gear with studs, 
chains, and spiked heels, She even has a long, black leather 
whip hanging up in the closet. To me this kind of costume sex 
seems a little juvenile. Then again, I'm not the one to judge. 
Many people would also consider spanking to be kind of silly. 

I've encouraged Fran to go out and fuck with other guys. I'm 
not into her leather trip, but | don’t want to make her feel 
inhibited by my lack of interest. I'd certainly never laugh at her 
or condemn her. Sure, | like to screw around, too, but unfor- 
tunately a lot of women are squeamish when it comes to 
sadism. You can't go up to some girl in a bar and say, “Would 
you like to get into an S & M trip tonight?” Yes, they do have 
societies for sadists and masochists, but | don't care for the 
kind of woman that they attract. Of course, there are many 
women who are into S & M and don't really know it. However, 
they aren't for me; I'm just not interested in any kind of a lasting 
relationship —except with Fran, of course. 

Obviously, Fran and | are not an ideal pair, but there's a lot 
more to a relationship than sexual compatibility. The solution 


our sexual fantasies. He was pretty 
high; so he spilled it all—all about 
how he'd enjoyed being punished by 
teachers in school. These teachers 
never laid a hand on him, but they 
knew how to get to him through verbal 
insults—about his being stupid and ugly. 

When Fran and | got to his place, Jim setup a desk and chair 
in the middle of the living-room floor. | sat behind the desk, 
playing the teacher, scolding him for disobeying me. Jim 
pleaded his innocence, but to no avail. When | told him that I'd 
have to tell his mother what a poor student he'd been, Jim broke 
into real tears. | told him to control himself. “Men don't cry!" | 
screamed. “If you don't control yourself, !'ll be forced to call the 
principal and have you expelled.” Naturally, this is precisely 
what Jim wanted me to say. We'd actually orchestrated his 
fantasy beforehand. And so in walked Fran, playing the princi- 


’ pal. 


“You aren't fit to be a student in my school” she said. “You 
must be taught a lesson.’ As it turned out, Jim had a horrible fear 
of being caught naked in public. Of course, Fran had him strip in 
front of us. At first he refused to take off his clothes. Fran kept 
screaming at him, and | could tell that she was enjoying this 
little scene because her nipples looked erect under her flimsy 
blouse. Certainly, Jim was aroused. You could easily see that 
from his bulging crotch. As soon as Fran's hands went for his 
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trousers, he seemed to have an orgasm. She tore away at the 
belt and then the zipper and then, kneeling in front of him, 
grabbed the sides of his trousers, which she pulled down 
around his knees. His erect cock stood straight out, pointing 
right into her face. She started pinching her left nipple with one 
hand, while caressing his stomach with the other, In no time he 
shot his load right into her face, 

Whenever Fran and | perform one of these little games witha 
third person, | am overwhelmed by the sense of power it gives 
me. No one person could possibly hurt us or come between us. 
S&M is healthy because it's honest. We don't pretend to be 
other than what we are. We have no hang-ups because we have 
no fantasies. After all, our fantasy life is our reality. 


FRAN’S STORY: 
If | hadn't met Robert, | don’t know where I'd be today. I'm not 
even sure I'd be alive. | know | sound terribly dramatic, but, truly, 
he's meant so very, very much to me. 

| met Robert at a time when everything in my life seemed to 
be falling apart. I'd been waiting to get 
into veterinary school at Southern 
Methodist U. The Office of Admis- 
sions notified me that I'd have to make 
up a course in organic chemistry and 
that it would be a full year before I'd be 
considered again. Then Eddie, the 
guy I'd been living with, suddenly 
decided to split, leaving me with an 
apartment | couldn't afford by myself. 

I'd met Eddie at college. | was 
supposed to stay with my aunt out in 
Arlington, but it was such a long drive 
to the university. When | met Eddie, 
my aunt sort of looked the other way 
and let me move in with him. | don't 
think my father knew, though maybe 
he did. He gave me an increase in my 
allowance check, which was just 
enough to cover my share of the rent. 

I'd been pretty sheltered at home in 
St. Louis, and | guess that | was 
anxious to get involved with someone 
as soon as | got out on my own. As it 
happened, Eddie was the first guy | 
slept with, and he became my lover. 
The relationship lasted almost two years. Eddie was a cowboy 
sculptor. | mean, he'd grown up on a West Texas ranch, and he 
was in the fine-arts program at school; he made weird sculp- 
ture out of stuff like barbed wire and broken plow blades. He 
always wore skin-tight blue jeans, which made him look about 
eight feel tall. He could have had his pick of women. Sometimes 
| wondered why he stayed with me for so long. Maybe the 
reason was that | never said no when he wanted to try 
something new in bed, 

| learned a lot about sex from Eddie, but | don’t think he made 
me come once during the entire time we were together. Not that 
| minded. For one thing, he had a cock as big as he was tall. 
When he wasn't excited, it looked tiny, like half a hot dog. When 
he'd get aroused, it was a whole other story. His little pecker— 
that's what he called it— would swell to the size of acucumber | 
remember the first time he stuck his cock inside me. We'd 
been petting in the dark on his couch, and | had no idea how 
huge he was. | spread my legs for him, It felt as if | were being hit 
by a truck, I'm not kidding. He rammed his prick into me, and | 
thought | was going to split down the middle. When it came to 
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fucking, he was a believer in the wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am 
way of doing it. Sometimes I'd get him to slow down, and it 
would be so good. Other times he would batter me so badly that 
| couldn't take his cock inside me again for three or four days. 

It was when we couldn't fuck that he'd try out his new ideas. 
Eddie had a wild imagination. Once he asked me for a blowjob, 
and before | knew it, he'd tied my head to him with a couple of 
neckties. When | started to gag, he just laughed. So | bit him. | 
thought he'd stop and untie me, but instead he made me bite 
him as hard as | could. | couldn't imagine how he got off on this 
kind of thing. Then | had him spank me, and | understood. It was 
that same mixture of pain and pleasure that I'd experienced 
when daddy used to whip me with the coat hanger. 

What Eddie liked best were the times when | spanked him. 
That might seem a little hard to do, since Eddie was so much 
bigger than | was. But there was a way he wanted me to talk to 
him—real bossy, as if | were a schoolteacher or something. I'd 
say to him: “Eddie, come here. You've been acting very bad 
lately. | have to punish you for your own good." | swear, Eddie 
would look like he was six years old. 
He'd stand in front of me, and he'd get 
so scared. Then I'd say: “Bend down. | 
have to teach you a lesson.” And he'd 
bend down, with his beautiful, bare 
ass in front of me. His ass was very 
skinny, with a huge dimple on each 
side, At first, | wasn't exactly turned on 
by the thought of hitting him; yet after 
a couple of punishment sessions, it 
got to the point where | would look 
forward to the next time | could slap 
my hand against his hard butt. 

The first blow would make a sound 
like a firecracker. It would also raise a 
blush on Eddie's bun. After a few more 
slaps, the skin on his buttock would 
start to grow warm. I'd switch to the 
other half of his ass and slap it, too. 
Then I'd start swinging with all my 
might, my palm landing across his 
entire ass, making him wince with 
delight. It even hurt my hand. God, 
how Eddie loved those spankings! 
His cock would swell like a balloon, 
and soon come would shoot out of it 
all the way to the other side of the room. There were come stains 
covering the wall from the dozens of times I'd spanked him. | 
often wondered how the landlord would react. 

Anyway, Eddie up and left one day to go live on a mountain- 
top in Wyoming. Then daddy died, and | went home for the 
funeral. | got into a terrible fight with my sister over the will. She 
said that she was going to cut me off without a cent. | cursed 
the bitch and told her to keep her money; | wasn't going to be 
dependent on her for anything. Of course, | had no idea how | 
was going to get by. My airline ticket back was about all | had 
left in the world. When | got on the plane, | kept thinking that | 
would have to start my life over from scratch, and | didn’t even 
know where to begin. 

| must have looked a fright, because the stewardess at the 
door wanted to know if | was okay. A few of the guys in the 
cockpit even watched as | walked down the aisle to my seat. 
The plane was pretty empty; so | got a lot of attention. One of 
the other stewardesses offered me a drink. “Compliments of 
the crew,’ she said. Once we'd been in the air for a while, one of 
the men from the cockpit came back to sit with me. He 


introduced himself as Robert and acted like we were old 
friends. 

With his blue uniform on, he seemed like the handsomest 
man in the world. | thought that he was the pilot of the plane, but 
he told me he was only number three in the crew. He asked why 
| looked so sad. | started crying as | explained that my father had 
died. Robert pulled a handkerchief from his pocket to wipe the 
tears away. Some passengers up front were turning around to 
Stare; so he invited me to the back of the plane, where the seats 
were empty. When we sat down, | put my head.on his shoulder 
and sobbed my heart out. Robert was so kind and sympathetic. 
| guess that | fell in love with him almost immediately. 

| had to show him how much | appreciated his concern. | gave 
him a peck on the lips, and the next thing | knew we were 
locked in the longest, slowest, wettest kiss | can ever remember. 
His tongue caressed mine. It stroked my mouth as if it were a 
promise of the way his cock would feel inside me. His arms 
squeezed me closer, and | would have melted right into them if 
it hadn't been for an armrest poking into my ribs. Robert lifted 
the armrest out of the way. Then he 
stood up for a moment to get a 
blanket out of the storage bin above. 
He spread the blanket over us, and his 
hand found its way into my pants, 
right to where my clit was throbbing. | 
wanted him so much. Still, | was afraid 
that someone on the plane would see 
us. 

“With them here?” was all | asked. 

“No one will disturb us,” he said ina 
way that was so reassuring. Under- 
neath the blanket he quickly slipped 
off my pants and then his own. When | 
wrapped one hand around his cock, | 
found that it was hardly the size of 
Eddie’s, but it would do just fine. 
Robert tucked my legs under me and 
eased my pussy onto his hot shaft. 
Someone looking at us from the front 
of the cabin would have seen two 
people facing each other as if they 
were talking casually, though actually 
we were fucking like crazy. His cock 
had me paralyzed. He said that he 
wished there was more time, because 
we'd be landing soon. He no longer held back his climax. He let 
go with a surge that swept me along with him. I've read that a 
woman isn't supposed to be able to feel a man’s come spilling 
inside her, but | know | felt his sperm. Both of us were shaking 
like hell. And then it was over. 

Seconds later the seat-belt signs flashed on. Robert had to 
go back to the cockpit. He'd meet me later, he said. After we 
landed, he found me again in the baggage area, and he came 
back to my place. We spent the night together, and he's been 
living with me ever since. When | needed it most, he gave my 
life a new start. He's done so much for me. He’s given me the 
confidence to keep studying for veterinary school. He even took 
over the cost of my apartment so that | wouldn't have to go out 
and work. Robert is the most understanding man I've ever met. 
He knows | get lonely when he’s away, and his job keeps him 
away so much of the time. He lets me go out with other guys. 
He's never once gotten jealous. Sure, | wish we could spend 
more time together. But what can | say? 

At this point, | don't think there will ever be another man like 
Robert for me. | hope that some day he won't have to travel so 


much, and then we'll be able to settle down together and just 
live happily ever after. 


DR. ROBERT CHARTHAM COMMENTS: 


The term sadism refers to sexual satisfaction obtained by 
inflicting pain on a partner, while masochism refers to sexual 
satisfaction obtained by having a partner inflict pain on oneself. 
There is also a kind of two-way need that has pain as its basis. 
People with such a need are called sadomasochists. These 
persons obtain sexual satisfaction from both inflicting pain and 
having someone else inflict pain upon them. 

Sadism and masochism existed long before these condi- 
tions were named after two men, the Marquis de Sade and 
Leopold Sacher-Masoch. As Robert points out, there is a very 
fine line dividing pain from pleasure. In the passion of sexual 
activity the line becomes even finer. If you are a man, have your 
partner apply an ice bag to your testicles as you reach the 
point-of-no-return. The application of the ice is painful, but the 
orgasm that follows is excessively more pleasant than it would 
have been without the help of the ice. 

The masochist is susceptible to a 
heightening of sexual pleasure 
through the infliction of pain. Such a 
person is relatively uncomplicated in 
his or her responses. The sadist, on 
the other hand, is slightly more com- 
plicated psychologically. In his or her 
case the responses are intensified by 
inflicting pain. This is an entirely psy- 
chological response, while the re- 
sponse of the masochist is about 75 
percent physical and 25 percent psy- 
chological. 

In any case, both responses are 
inbuilt. You don’t have to be a cruel 
person to be a sadist, and all you have 
to have to be a masochist is a psycho- 
logical sense of being sexually in- 
ferior. 

In the most extreme forms, sadism 
can be extremely violent—the mutila- 
tion of the victim to the point of 
causing death—and masochism, 
taken to its extreme, can be a painful 
form of suicide. Fortunately, the ma- 
jority of sexual sadists and masochists do not rely on these 
extreme manifestations of their urges. True, the buttocks of 
masochists may be criss-crossed with welts. True, the beatings 
that the sadist administers may cause his or her victim pain, but 
not to such a degree that it would make the sadist eventually 
regret his “cruelty.” 

Psychologically, sadism fulfills a desire to dominate; mas- 
ochism, a desire to be dominated. In 95 percent of cases 
involving sadism and masochism, the pain inflicted and the 
pain received are more symbolic than real. And yet, unless the 
partner is prepared to cooperate, either manifestation can be a 
shock. However, when the partner is so understanding that he 
or she can cooperate without being physically coerced, these 
unusual needs cease to be deviations and are acceptable. 

When either need is felt, the tragedy lies in the lack of a 
cooperative partner. Robert and Fran are lucky in that their 
needs complement each other's. In such circumstances, what- 
ever they do cannot be regarded as deviant. Their relationship 
is entirely acceptable; long may they give one another plea- 
sure, Oty 
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in-depth studies with fifty-seven active 
women over a two-year period, she writes 
“Overwhelming evidence from sexually ac- 
tive females who are in a real position to 
assess and assay effectiveness of male 
sexual functioning within the context of 
penis size reports over and over again that 
males with similar techniques using similar 
positions during sexual intercourse—but 
with penises of different length and/or 
width—create differing degrees of sexual 
pleasure: Thank you, Dr. Keller (And up 
yours, Roddy.) 

It's an example of more wonderful fallout 
from the sexual revolution. Increasing sex- 
ual mobility has provided women with 
grounds tor comparison. Until recently, when 


women sensed dissatisfaction, they blamed | 


themselves for being too big. That attitude is 
naw changing, and some women are begin- 
ning to admit in private to sexual therapists 
that they are disappointed by their hus 
bands’ dimensions 

In the oncoming bedroom holocaust, Mr 
Average and Below will have to learn to 
tough it out. Don't try to make it bigger 
"There is only one safe way to enlarge the 
penis’’ according to Dr. Keller, “and that’s 
with a magnifying glass.” 

Whatever the contemporary attitudes or 
fantasies of women, a terrific 
be had by all in bed, no matter what size the 
various attributes of participants are. Sex, 
after all, is 99 percent imagination and 
emotion. The other 1 percent can be done 
with an elbow, if necessary. Should any 
readers fear a crisis of confidence on a 
future occasion, clip out this little guide to 
store in your billfold 

THE POWER OF APOSITIVE PENIS 
(1) Little cocks can go places big cocks 
cannot. Many women are too terrified to take 
huge members into the mouth or anus. 
Straight away, this gives you a two-hole lead. 
(2) Smallis beautiful 
(3) Generalize. Make the most of your 
tongue and your hands and any objects that 
are lying about 
(4) There's someone in Japan smaller than 
you. (After Negroes and Caucasians, the last 
race on the length list is Orientals.) 

(5) For Japanese readers: the men of the 
Incas were smaller than you 

(6) Big cocks often deliver less than they 
promise. Higher hopes are harder to satisfy. 
(7) The vaginal canal averages six inches in 
depth. The “orgasmic platform” is the outer 
third. Two inches is as good as a mile. 

(8) The zenith of McDowall's movie career is 
as the lead gorilla in Planet of the Apes. 


In the end, size is irrelevant. Great, cosmic 
fucks are remembered, not in inches, but as 
engulfing tidal waves of spiritual ecstasy 

as the last fling of untrammeled animality. 
sex should not be suffocated by statistics or 
doused in silly fears. Pull out the stops, relish 
it to the full, and don't be daunted by a slide 


rule, O+7q 


time can still | 


FIGHT JOCK ITCH 


6 WAYS 


New Medication Relieves Itching 
and Chafing as No Talcum Powder Can. 


All the talcum powder in the world can't do for you what new 
JOCKEX™ can. The fact is, jock itch is a fungus infection. Tal- 
cum powder does virtually nothing to control fungus growth. 
You need the medication inJOCKEX Medicated Powder. Asingle 
squeeze of the JOCKEX container propels a powerful powder 
that penetrates the problem area — performing 6 separate thera- 
peutic functions. JOCKEX does all this 

1. Helps control itching and irritation caused by fungus 
infections 
Provides a soothing feeling 
Guards against fungus growth 
Coats skin to protect against chafing. 
nsorbs perspiration that fungi and bactena need to breed 
With reqular use, helps prevent jock itch from caming back 
New squeeze spray JOCKEX |s so effective we can promise you 
this: UseJOCKEX regularly and if your jock itch comes back. we'll 
give you your money back. Available without prescription at drug 
stores everywhere 
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909 Third Ave., 
New York, 
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THE NO SPRAY 
WAY TO CONTROL 
WETNESS ALL DAY 


OM Spice 


Roll-On 
Anti-Perspirant 


DEODORANT 


DESIGNED FOR A MAN 


Switch to a Roll-On with a 
clinically tested formula that 
provides effective 24 hour odor and 
wetness control. 

OLD SPICE" Roll-On 
Anti-Perspirant. 

Quick drying man-sized 
protection comes out of that big ball 
applicator. 


All that and our great OLD 
SPICE fragrance. 
So make the switch! 


Protect yourself like a man. 


Old Spice’ 


PROTECTION YOU DON’T HAVE TO CHECK. 
SHO OiN 
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He motioned her to resume the position. 
Al that moment he coughed. He had been 
sick, a minor summer cold; but the cough 
was very loud. She grew alarmed, fell back 
upon him, and put her hand over his mouth. 
“Shhhh. They're eating dinner They think 
I'm meditating. They mustn't know you're 
here... Oh, Doc. why did you come here so 
early... ?” 

“| couldn't wait to see you.” His words were 
muffled by her hand. He kissed the palm 
againsthis lips. 

“Oh, you mustn't. Not ever again. Late is 
the only time. Very, very late, Doc.” Then she 
paused, as if considering something, and 
added, “But sometimes not toolate at night.” 

He didn't get a chance to ask her what 
that meant. 

“My father really ran off. When my mother 
saved her money and followed him to New 
York. She got tired of waiting for him to send 
her the fare. He was a furniture refinisher. So 
she worked and saved it herself and came 
without telling him, because | think she 
wanted to catch him living with that girl: 
and he was, of course, and then he just ran 
off and left the both of them. My mother 
became friends with her; that was my Aunt 
Sally.’ 

He slid her slip up her leas. She tried to 
push it back down, but his hand was there. 
“Oh,” she said, as if it were the first time, and 
again, when he had moved over her, “Oh. 

The door opened 

She heard the soft sound of the empty 
cardboard box she had placed against the 
door, moving across the floor. She had come 
to place the cardboard box there as a matter 
of course. Every night. So she would know, 
when she was asleep, if she was to be 
visited. Very, very late at night, some nights, 
Mr. Ramsdell came downstairs for a snack. 
Of some kind or other. 

She looked over Doc's shoulder, and he 
was watching them. 

He did not stop them. 

He watched until Doc was finished, muf- 
fling his sounds against the pillow; and then 
when Doc rose up slightly to look at her, to 
see if he was ahead or behind, and Doc saw 
she was Staring past Mim, and he strained 
around to see what she was looking at, then 
he spoke to them: "I'll have no whores under 
my roof. Be packed and gone before we're 
done eating.’ 

He turned, leaving the door open, and 
walked away, stooping from his six-toot 
height to pass under the circular staircase 
that led up to the bedrooms. 

Doc was braced with a hand on either 
side of her semi-naked body, staring down 
at her. 

“My mother was in the Triangle Shirtwaist 
fire in 1911," she said. She spoke as if they 
had not been interrupted in their conversa- 
tion, as if he had not made love to her again, 
as if they had not been discovered, as if Mr. 
Ramsdell had not looked at them with the 
burning eye of God, as if she had not been 
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ONE WHO DARED: 
THE DIARIES OF 
MARY H. KINGSLEY 


She rebelled against the smelling- 
salts-and-corsets mentality of the 
Victorian woman and plunged into the 
heart of darkest Africa, where no white 
man —let alone woman—had ever 
gone before. The story of Kingsley's 
adventure is now a forgotten bit of 
Victoriana—which deserves to be 
told. Viva excerpts the diaries of this 
extraordinary explorer. 


A STARSKY IS BORN 


He’s the shadowy half of “Starsky and 
Hutch; and he’s a rebel with a cause: 
TV nonviolence. Thirteen-year-olds 
adore him, but certain network 
executives would like to break his 
swarthily photogenic jaw. Paul 
Michael Glaser is looking for the 
fastest way out of videoland. Can he 
win his battle against rating- 
mandated TV gore? Aljean Harmetz 
reports. 


TWO’S COMPANY— | 
THREE’S ALLOWED | 


Emily Prager reports on the reality of 
the ménage 2 trois. It's not the jolly 
romp-into-a-Truffaut-sunset that 
some people imagine. Six candid 

ménage participants tell their stories. 


THE BODY LANGUAGE 
OF SEX 


Julius Fast has been hailed as the 
walking Berlitz of Body Language ever 
since his first book on the subject. ina 

special Viva book excerpt, Fast 
provides “translations” for those 
special wordless messages that 
lovers exchange. 


PLUS: 


Living alone and liking it, affordable 
Paris originals, fiction by Andre 
Dubus, and starting the love affair ofa 
lifetime. 


told to leave within minutes. “She always 
worked. That was where my dream came 
from.’ Then she began to cry. 

Henry Thomas rose from her body and 
from her bed. He looked down at her. Then 
he looked at the open door and the card- 
board box. He had wondered about the 
cardboard box. It wasn’t strong enough or 
heavy enough to keep anyone out. He had 
wondered why she had placed it there. And 
now he knew what she meant by her warn 
ing that he not come to visit very, very late 
some nights 

He seemed to shrink, then. To grow small- 
er. He was a tall man, a good and succoring 
height for a veterinarian who must reassure 
small children who came to him with the 
broken-winged hummingbird and the pup- 
py with worms and the cat that had lost an 
eye in a fight. But he shrank. He withered. He 
fell in upon himself, making a terrible, heart- 
breaking wounded sound. 

And then he went mad. 

He grabbed her from the bed by her long 
chestnut hair and threw her through the 
open door, across the linoleum floor of the 
pantry. He followed her, now suddenly grow- 
ing large again, swelling as if filling with 
poison, and dragged her by the hair across 
the kitchen linoleum. She tried to turn over, 
and saw in his hand the cleaver from the 
rack on the wall. He had taken it, but she did 
not know when he had first put his hand to it. 

And then they were in the dining room, 
and Doc was screaming about theft and 
valuables that had been stolen and defile- 
ment and other insane things that made no 
sense, and then he was blood all over, and 
his hand went up and down in movements 
too swift to see, and there was blood on the 
walls and across the damask tablecloth, 
and there were spots of thick, terrible color 
on the crystal prisms of the low-hanging 
chandelier. And there was screaming. 

And then she was alone, lying in blood, 
half-naked, thirty-one years old, the only 
thing left alive in the dining room of the 
Octagon House. 

Until they came and put her down the 
well. 


Lava filled the Heavenly pool. It had seeped 
in through fissures at the bottom of the pool, 
and the pale golden water had been dissi- 
pated as steam. Now it boiled up, green and 
black and angry crimson just beneath the 
crackling, shifting crust. 

Margaret Thrushwood clung to Henry 
Thomas and felt their bodies trembling in 
unison. “Why did you leave me?” she said, 
so softly that he could barely hear her above 
the crackling of the lava. 

Then she was pulling him to his feet, and 
she noticed that though his bare legs had 
been submerged in the pool, in the lava, they 
were untouched. In The Foul Place she had 
been sent to the lava baths. It was not the 
same. That was probably the chief dif- 
ference between Heaven and Hell, 

She took him away from the pool, and they 
stood near one of the pastel walls even as it 
developed jagged lightning-fork rents in its 
smooth face. The air was thick and charged, 


Then God came to them, and whatever 


else was sad or funny or according to. 


legend or cleverly beyond anyone's imagin- 
ing, there was nothing humorous about God 


in Their multiplicity. They came to Margaret. 


Thrushwood and the trembling shade that 
was Henry “Doc” Thomas, and They said, 
“You are an alien flesh here. You cannot stay.” 

“| won't go back;" said Margaret Thrush- 
wood, speaking to Them more boldly than 
she had ever spoken before, either in life or 
in death, speaking to Them as though They 
were not God at all, just speaking up boldly. 
"It was a mistake. | never did anything 
wrong. He did it all; and then he ran away, 
and | never had a chance. You should know 
that! You keep records, don’t you?” 

But God insisted. pointing back the way 
Margaret Thrushwood had crawled. 

“Take him down there," she said. Then she 
caught herself. “No, | didn’t mean that. Let 
him be. He couldn't make it down there?” 

God was pulling her by the arm. “All right, 
all right! Don't pull me; | can go on my own, 
thank you.” And God let go of her arm, and 
she said to Them, “Give me a second.” And 
God waited, but not patiently, because 
Heaven was fracturing at every juncture. 

Margaret took Henry Thomas's face in her 
hands, and looked into his eyes, and she 
realized he had grown shorter and she had 
grown taller, just as it had happened that 
night. She leaned in close to him and mur- 
mured, “They did it wrong, Doc. They made 
mistakes. And they'll keep it this way, just 
because everyone wants to believe it. They 
don't want to know the truth, Doc. It's easier 
for everyone this way. If enough people 
believe the fantasy, well, then it becomes the 
reality. But we know, Doc. We know who 
belongs where, don't we?” 

And she kissed him gently, and patted his 
cheek, and shook her head at the stupidity 
of it all; she looked at God, and They looked 
back at her impatiently. “There are some 
people who just shouldn't be allowed to fool 
around with love,” she said to God. “He was 
irrational. What did Mr Ramsdell matter? 
What did any of it matter?" 

Then God led her away, back toward The 
Foul Place. 

When they reached the doorway, God 
knocked, and after a little while it opened, 
loosing a terrible smell. “| can make it by 
myself from here;’ Margaret said, drawing 
herself up regally, Sne stepped across the 
threshold, but just as the door was closing, 
she turned to God and said, “When you see 
Mr. Ramsdell, give him my regards.” 

Then she walked inside and the doorway 
closed again. 

And the last thing God saw, as Margaret 
Thrushwood crawled down into crimson 
darkness, was a short, shadowy figure just 
inside the portal. The figure was naked, and 
smoldering, and held a paint brush and a 
palette. 

Covering the walls of Hell, just inside the 
portal, was a fresco of roses so painfully 
beautiful to behold that They could not wait 
to get back to find Michelangelo, to tell him 
about the grandeur They had beheld, there 
in that most unlikely of places.O+—, - 


THE NO-SPRAY 
WAY TO CONTROL 
ODOR ALL DAY 


Ol Spice 


STICK DEODORANT 


Guaranteed not to stain 
. 


Switch from your spray deodorant 
to long lasting OLD SPICE” Stick Deodorant. 

It’s so effective, it protects up to 
24 hours. 

What's more, it’s guaranteed not 
to stain or your money back. 
(see package for details) 

And to top it all, it’s got that 
great OLD SPICE fragrance. 

So make the switch! And protect 
yourself like a man. Also available in 


Lime, Musk and Herbal. 
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HEAVY METAL 


| would appreciate knowing more 
about the motorcycles featured on 
pages 108-111, Piease send me infor- 
mation regarding specifications and 
local dealers. 


| would liké to Know abaul the foliow- 
ing motorcycles: 

Harley-Davidson 4 

Kawasaki 

Yamaha 

Honda 

Triumph-Norton 

BMW 


Name 
Address _ 
City 
State & Zip 


HABITATION LECLERC 


Port-au-Prince, Haiti 


Elegant, sensuous, exotic, 
The perfect retreat. 44 secluded 
villas, semi-private pools, 
discotheque, gourmet 
restaurant, tennis, riding. 


p= 
The most voluptuous place in the world. 


1 HABITATION LECLERC, HAITI 
| 405 East 62nd Street. 

1 New York, N.Y. 10024 

t 


; Name 

1 Agency/Company 

: Address - 
Ciy——— site Zip_—___ 
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garter belt, stockings, and shoes on. That 
night | had so many orgasms! | used all 
twenty-three of my vibrators and all six 
dildos. Both Jack and his friend went down 
on me, and | gave both of them head before 
the night was over. 

| now know for sure that the more people 
there are watching me, the more | enjoy it. 
Now | do my act every Friday night, and we 
have at least ten people in to watch. Next 
week /'m going to do my thing for about 
fifty men at a stag party This will be the 
first time I've put it on away from home. | 
can hardly wait! 

Now that you have some background on 
my little show, can you think of any far-out 
thing /can add to my act? | really shouldn't 
call it an act, because / love to do it so 
much that | don't have to fake orgasms. 
They are all for real. —M.E. 


Why don't you buy a boa constrictor and 
play around with it? Maybe you saw the 
pictures of the two women with a snake in 
the November 1976 issue of Penthouse. 
See if you like boa constrictors; one would 
certainly add a touch of crass to your act. Ifa 
snake 1s too far out for you, try a dog or a 
donkey. A horse. however, is not recom- 
mended, You could hurt yourself. 


EMBOLISM IS BAD FOR YOUR HEALTH 

My girl friend and | are both in our early 
forties. We have been living together for 
three wonderful years, and our sex life is 
fantastic, to say the least. We indulge in all 
possible fun and games a man and 
woman. can enjoy together Sally has es- 
pecially taken to anal! sex and prefers it 
over normal intercourse, She insists that 
her anal orgasms are far better than the 
clitoral or vaginal ones. 

Many times, after bringing Sally off with 
my mouth at her anal opening, I'd blow a 
couple of mouthfuls of air up her butt. | did 
itjokingly at first. When she'd break wind a 
few moments later, we'd both laugh. Then 
she began insisting that | do it all the time. 
She even said | should blow air up her 
vagina. However, when I'd do this, she'd 
complain of stomach pains. | have now 
refused to blow air in her because | read 
that blowing air into a vagina can cause 
blood clotting, (embolism) and that con- 
tinued practice of such blowing could 
prove to be fatal. 

Sally says it's silly On the other hand, | 
would never harm her in any way. What do 
you say?—T.&S. 


Embolisms can indeed be fatal. If your man 
is into blowing up your cunt, push his face 
aside. This is one kinky sex trick we women 
can live without. 


A CHUBBY CHASER 

| really like heavyset or pleasingly plump 
women, and the plumper the better As 
long as | can remember I've been sexually 


attracted to large women, It seems that I'm 
part of a minority. All magazines, books, 
and movies dealing with sex are oriented 
toward the slim or average-built woman, 
Do you know of any clubs, organizations, 
or publications that dea! with my type of 
sexual pleasure ? If so, I'd really appreciate 
hearing about them. 

Whenever | see a large woman in a 
miniskirt and high heels, | just go off into 
orbit. If you can provide any insight on this 
type of sexual preference, it will be most 
appreciated. As the saying goes, "/ ikea lot 
of meat with my potatoes,"—J,.B. 


Yes, you are a minority. Most men prefer their 
women somewhat slimmer than your taste 
allows. However, since large women are not 
In vogue, this ought to be a blessing to you. 
There are lots of fat women around just 
looking fora man like you. 

| wouldn't worry about your attraction to 
large women. Should some other guy be 
upset because he likes thin women? At 
certain points in history, it would have been 
considered odd to like manikin-thin women. 
Take a walk through any art museum and 
check out the nudes. You won't see many 
emaciated women on those walls. 

If the museum walls don't satisfy your 
desire, check out any large porno bookstore, 
| think you'll be surprised just how normal 
your desires are. 


WOMEN IN LOVE 

Two months before | was tnrown into pris- 
on, | was going out with this girl, Denise. 
She's eighteen, and I'm twenty-two. I'm 
also married, and | have two children. 

Well, prior to meeting Denise, my wife, 
Jackie, and | had broken up. Why? Be- 
cause she caught me in the sack wilh 
another woman, of course. Since our sep- 
aration, I've tried eating up every pretty 
thing that has a snatch between her legs 
And if | must Say so myself I've always had 
my mouth full—al least until | met Denise. 
She turned out to be everything | had ever 
looked for ina woman. 

Denise was very close to being a virgin 
when | met her, but it turned out that there 
wasn't anything that she wouldn't try or 
wouldn't do. It took me three weeks to get 
into her little fuzz ball. Once | got in there, 
though, it was almost five hours before we 
wanted to stop moving. 

Before | met Denise, | was one of those 
wham-bam-thank-you-ma’‘am men. | was 
even like this with my wife—you know, the 
kind of man who only cares about getting 
his own-rocks off. Not with-Denise. There 
was something special about her that | 
just couldn't understand, But believe me, | 
wasn'tcomplaining. 

Well, there was this particularly cold day 
in November of 1975. Denise and | were at 
my apartment, and we were trying to make 
the day warmer by the heat from our 
lovemaking. It might not have made it any 
warmer outside, but we were sure working 
up a sweat between the sheets, We went at 
it for about four hours. Exhausted as hell, 
we finally crashed outand slept for a while. 


Bian man wants it. And now every man 
can get it. 

It’s as simple as taking one HEAD-UP™ 
tablet a day with a glass of your favorite 
beverage. 

What’s HEAD-UP? HEAD-UP—exclu- 
sively from Nature’s Bounty —is a scientif- 
ically formulated combination of vitamins 
and minerals specifically designed to do for 
your hair what other vitamins and minerals 
do for the rest of your body. 

Your hair is a part of your body. Too often 
men have a tendency to forget that. They 
carefully choose their clothes, their restaurants, their cars, 
and their dates. They take meticulous care of their bodies. 
And their hair? A quick shampoo, dry it, comb it, and forget 
it. That’s a mistake! 

Just as the rest of your body needs nutrients, so does your 
hair. In fact, hair cells grow seven times faster than your 
other body cells. That alone should tell you how important 
proper health care for your hair can be. 

HEAD-UP, taken with a meal, a few minutes of daily care, 
and the exclusive Nature’s Bounty plan for thicker, fuller, 
shinier hair, can provide that extra nutritional help. 
HEAD-UP can mean the difference between a barely con- 
trollable, dry, brittle, dull mane and a thick, lustrous, man- 
ageable head of healthy hair. Or, put another way, it can 
spell the difference between a one-look casual glance and a 
stare that says “get that sexy head!’’ 

The nutrients in HEAD-UP tablets—including zinc, iron, 
B-12, and others—have been combined to work with other 
vitamins and minerals so that you can forget—once and for 
all—worrying about grayness, a receding hairline, brittle, 
unmanageable hair, and baldness, all problems that can be 
caused by nutritional deficiencies. 


Each bottle of HEAD-UP contains a full 
60-day supply along with the exclusive 
Nature’s Bounty plan for thicker, fuller, 
shinier hair. After just a few days you will 
begin to discover for yourself the benefits 
your hair derives from a daily supply of 
natural vitamins and minerals combined in 
HEAD-UP. And see what the world looks 


like from under a sexy head. 


Remember: There is no need to accept 
substitutes. If itis not from Nature’s Bounty, 


it is not HEAD-UP., 


Available at finer retail stores. If not sold in your area, 
purchase directly from Nature’s Bounty with the 
coupon below. 

HEAD-UP is a trademark of Nature's Bounty 
TOLL FREE PHONE ORDERS 800-645-5412 
N.Y. Residents call 212-895-6577 


Nature’s Bounty, Inc., 1976 


| Nature's Bounty, Inc., Hair Care Division, Dept. P4 
| 105 Orville Drive, Bohemia, New York 11716 

| Please send me bottle(s) of HEAD-UP vitamins 
| from Nature’s Bounty @ $7.95 per bottle, plus 75¢ for 
shipping and handling. I enclose $ 

| Credit card orders accepted. 

| _] BankAmericard 

| Acct. + 

| 

| 


Mastercharge Interbank = 


] Master Charge 
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Addrese Apt. 
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... Are Not Created Equal! 


At Scintilla,® we start with smooth, supple, sleep- 
able satin. The finest acetate satin with 225x78 
threads per sq. inch, woven of 150 denier yarn. 
That makes our sheets wonderfully soft and luxu- 
rious. They fast, washing after machine washing! 
They cost more, but they're worth it. Don’t learn 
about satin the hard way. The difference is in the 
actual thread count and the workmanship! Hot 
Pink, Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze, Blue, 
Silver, Pale Pink, White, Mint or Orchid! 
EACH SET INCLUDES 2 straight sheets, 2 cases OR 
1 straight sheet, 1 fitted sheet, 2 cases. Specify. 
Double Set $34.98 Queen Set $37.98 
Twin Set 33.98 King Set 50.98 

Duo-Twin Set (78x80) $49.98 

Round Sets—Bottom Sheets are Fitted 

84” Round Set $52.98 96” Round Set $54.98 


3-letter monogram on 2 cases—$3.00 
Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.0.'s 


® 4802 N. 4 
SCINTILLA,” INC. chicago, 1 sooo" 
Free 40-page Catalog With Every Order! 


THE 
PENTHOUSE 


Time js tough on the pages of your 
favorite magazine. Our new Custom 
Bound Library Case is even tougher; 

made of rich brown simulated leather, it's 
built to last and to keep 12 issues in 
mint condition. The spine is embossed 
with a gold PENTHOUSE logo and 
€ach case includes a gold transfer for 
recording the date 


Send your check or money order 
($4.95 each; 3 tor $14.00; 6 for $24.00: 
postpaid, USA orders only) to 
Penthouse Library Case. 

PO. Box 5120, Philadelphia, Pa. 19141 


Complete satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. Allow 4 weeks 
for delivery 
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We were sleeping in one big ball when | 
felt someone tapping on my shoulder. | 
turned over and opened my eyes—to a 
waking nightmare. It was Jackie, my fuck- 
ing wife! | didn't know what to do. Even 
though we were separated, we weren't 
actually divorced. And before leaving me, 
Jackie had said that if she ever caught me 
in bed with another girl she'd get me— 
somehow. Upon seeing her now, ! let out a 
scream that awakened Denise. She was 
frightened as hell, of course, and asked me 
who this strange woman was. You see, | 
had never told her that! was married. 

introduced Jackie to Denise as my wite, 
and | know Denise was pissed as hell. 
Jackie then called her girl friend into the 
room, and in walked a real fox. She had the 
biggest tits that I've ever seen and the ass 
to go with them. My wife and her friend 
started whispering about something, and 
this is when Denise made her move. She 
jumped up and tried to run for it, but she 
didn't make it, They both caught her and 
threw her back down on the bed. | tried to 
Stand up to both of them, but my old lady 
gave me one good, swift kick in the balls. | 
landed back on the bed with Denise. Be- 
Cause of my wife's low blow, | was com- 
pletely powerless to move. /t was then that 
Jackie and her friend began removing 
their clothes. Both of them tore the covers 
off the bed and jumped on Denise. My wife 
covered Denise's face with her pussy, and 
her friend started sticking her fingers up 
Denise's ass hole and pussy. 

All of this got me going real goog, 
because /'ve always had a fantasy of 
seeing girls make love together. From what 
! could see, even Denise was beginning to 
get off on this little game of Jackie's. 
Denise started eating my wife's pussy, and 
| could see that Jackie really dug that. My 
wife's friend, meanwhile, had her ass pok- 
ing up in the air while she was working on 
Denise's little fuzz ball. | moved up behind 
her and put it to her Apparently, it hit the 
spot, because she started humping those 
hips and begging for more and more. She 
was so hot that she went down on Denise's 
snatch and sucked and licked it all until | 
could literally hear the juices flowing. 

For two hours it went on like this. When 
we finally stopped to rest, | asked my wife 
what the hell her plan was. She looked 
back at me with this shit-eating grin and 
Said. "To pay you back, you motherfucker” 

Not long after this happened, | was 
thrown in jail for stealing a car and | still 
haven'tgotten out. 

Nowadays | get about two letters a week 
from Jackie and Denise, but each time it's 
justone letter, with both of their signatures 
onit. in these letters they always talk about 
the love they made the night before. They 
go into every small detail, and | get a real 
case of stoneware cock when! read them, 
They've mentioned in their letters that they 


| are living together and that they never 


think a nightcomplete without sex. 

But this is what it boils down to: my wife 
stole my girl trend from me. Since they 
really seem to love each other In feftoutin 


the cold. Whatcan|!do?—J.T. 


Not much. Frankly, if | were you, I'd forget 
about these two women. If they really are in 
love, then there's not much place in their 
relationship for a hetero man like you. Ob- 
viously, they're writing these letters just to 
torment you. Yet | somehow doubt if their 
affair is for real. True lovers tend not to 
disclose their deepest feelings for each 
other to a third person. 

The sooner you stop reading their letters, 
the better off you'll be. And next time around, 
don't hide the fact that you're married. Better 
yet, get a divorce, 


IT HURT SO GOOD 

A few weeks ago something happened 
that may ruin my engagement. My fiancé 
and / went to a party, It was a Usual! sort ot 
affair but one of the guys there—he was 
just my type—really became the object of 
all the girls’ attention, He was undoubtedly 
a rogue and a bastard. Perhaps that was 
just a part of his attraction, but! really got 
offon his looks and style 

When he started chatting with me, he 
brought his mouth to mine. | could easily 
have moved my face away, but! didn't. / just 
stood there and Jet him kiss me full on the 
mouth, It was disgraceful, particularly 
when | let my tongue slip into his mouth 
When we finished kissing, he asked me for 
my phone number —just like that! Before | 
realized the consequences, | just blurted it 
right out, He left me standing there, 
stunned and humiliated. My fiancé, thank 
heaven, didn't see this little episode. 

Two weeks /aler this guy from the party 
called. Xaviera, | don't know why | did it, but 
| had ta go to him. | spent that night with 
him, We did all manner of obscenities to 
one another It was sheer bliss—phys- 
ically that is. Mentally | felt tortured and 
oh-so-cheap. I've been to him a couple of 
times since then, and | hate to agmit it, but 
on each occasion I've never felt randier 
What could | do? 

Do | forfeit my present security with my 
fiancé for this chap? if my fiancé found 
out, the wedding would certainly be called 
off. ! know it's not possible, but/ want to eat 
my cake and have it, too. What's to be 
done ?—Caroline 


| detect a marked contradiction in your own 
character. On the one hand, you really want 
to enjoy sex to its fullest. You're a sensual 
person, but you've unfortunately condi- 
tioned yourself to be ashamed of sexual 
fulfillment. The same conflict finds deeper 
expression in your inability to choose be- 
tween the security of your fiance and the 
excitement of your rogue lover. ; 

| think you should keep on seeing your 
fogue lover as long as he gives you real 
enjoyment. I'm really not so sure that he's a 
rogue, What does he do that's so awful? If 
he's a bastard just because he's good in 
bed, well, your set of values and mine are al 
odds, I'm afraid. To be frank, | can't take your 
engagement very seriously 

Please, try to rid yourself of these un- 


necessary guilt feelings. You must accept 
the fact that from time to time you will be 
hurt by the transient nature of certain sexual 
relationships. Commitment is a fine thing, 
but I'd think twice about your approaching 
marriage. 


CROTCH WATCHING |S FOR GIRLS! 

Would you please fill me in on a subject, 
one that is just too embarrassing for me to 
take my own little survey? 

!'m an avid crotch watcher and I'm very 
curious about that lump which is visible in 
aman’'s pants. Is thatlump the resultof his 

‘having the penis in an upward position? 
Do most men position their penises down, 
to one side, or up? I find this most interest- 
ing, and I'd like to know what !'m seeing. Do 
most young men wear jockey shorts or 
boxer shorts, and does this depend on 
one's penis size ?—Crotch watcher 


| love checking out men's crotches. My own 
personal survey has garnered these inter- 
esting findings: 

Most men who are right-handed will 
“wear” their penis in a slightly upward posi- 
tion, carrying iton the left side of their shorts. 
Just the opposite is true of left-handed men. 
Of course, you will find a few men who do 
not fit this rule. 

Very few men wear the penis downward 
For many men this is a painful position, as it 
squeezes the cock against the balls, 
However, | once Knew one man who had a 
very large cock and positioned it down 
because he was embarrassed about its 
size. 

Concerning men's underwear, | find that 
slim-hipped men tend to wear the briefest of 
bikini slips, in all different colors. More 
conservative men prefer to wear white, cot- 
ton jockey pants. The all-American sporty 
fellow will like boxer shorts, since they leave 
a lot of space for his balls to breathe. Of 
course, the hip young man will wear nothing 
at all, just so women like you (and me) can 
check out his cock and balls. 

If you really like crotch watching, | sug- 
gest you go see a good ballet. The danseurs 
have great asses and legs, and quite often 
their frontal equipment is no disappoint- 
ment either. Why do you think ballet is so 
popular? There's more than culture in the 
eyes of those balletomanes! 


HOT AND BOTHERED 

Let's forget all the bullshit people put out 
and get down to the truth. My husband of 
one year and | have practiced oral sex for 
over ten years. Now that we are married, we 
are also experimenting with conventional 
sexual intercourse. 

We have tried many positions, but each 
time we get the same effect. We have many 
stag films and a closet full of books that 
guarantee to add that extra bonus to one’s 
sex life. | have even tried making the entire 
weekend one big seduction scene, but it's 
always the same resull. 

What is the result? you're asking. My 
husband has never been with another 
woman. He started dating me when | was 


“Permanently wired 
& still pumping B-I-C” 


—Brillo Bob, WSC 


| admit I’m sort of permanently wired into the audio scene, so it’s a 
definite kick to run another B-I-C ad in Penthouse. A couple of 

years ago B-I-C came out with their Venturi concept that blew away 
traditional approaches to loudspeaker design. Not long after, the same 
people introduced the first belt-drive-programmable turntable which | 
immediately glommed onto; and it has set the direction for record 
playing devices. About that same time, we ran our first ad telling 
people that we carried the stuff — cause that’s what was happening. 


Now? Just let me say one thing: Go check out the new twin-motor 1000, 
or the tasty new B-I-C Venturi monitors. What are they? Call or drop 


mea HIN «5 P.S. Send along $1 for 
postage, and we’ll zip 
you the “How to 
Hi-Fi Guide” —a 
good source book 
4 explaining what 
, you should know 
about the basic 
components. 
Go for 
it! 


Why? Crack our hot new 
stereo catalog and dis- 
cover the straight scoop ¢ 
and low prices on every 
major brand. We offer 
music systems and 
single components by 
mail at huge discounts! 
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- 
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. 


| Railroad Square, Box S 


[] Fre @ catalog @ San Luis Obispo, CA 93405 


Enclosed is $1 for 805/544-9700 


your hot new 
catalog and the 


“How to Hi-Fi 
Guide” sent via name 
PRIORITY FIRST 
CLASS MAIL. 
address 
fi ooo 


Just zip me your 
free catalog sent 


via THIRD CLASS) ~ : 
MAIL. city state zip 26 | 


The closest thing 
to wearing nothing at all. 


Mother Nature made love 
one of her most joyous and tender 
moments. And in keeping with that 
spirit, we made Fourex Natural 

kins the most natural contraceptive 
you can buy. 

You see, Fourex is a natural 
tissue membrane with the texture 
and sensitivity of soft skin. They're 
so sensitive that every nuance of 
your natural warmth is communi- 
cated. And they're lubricated in 
such a way as to enhance that sensi- 
tivity. Fourex Natural Skins are 
available in the unique blue capsule 
or, if you prefer, rolled in the con- 
venient foil pack. 

Take your pleasure. 


FOUREX™XXXX 


Sold in Drugstores. 
Manufactured by Schmid Laboratories. Inc.. 


Little Falls, New Jersey O7424 


FOUREX 


You Il look 


terrific 
in the 
PENTHOUSE 
WINDBREAKER 


This handsome all-weather windbreaker 
bears the Penthouse key logo, fashioned in 
all-nylon with easy-wear knit collar, cuffs, and 
sleeve insets. Be sure to specify size and 
color — the Penthouse windbreaker comes 
in Sm., Med., Lg., and Ex-Lg. (Men's Sm. = 
Ladies’ Med.) Color selection includes 
(W001) White, (W002) Yellow, (W003) Red, 
(W004) Navy, (W005) Tan. 

Send check or money order for $25.00 (plus 
$1.50 each for postage and handling) to: 
PENTHOUSE PRODUCTS, Dept. W001, 
909 Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022. 

Or charge it on your American Express, Bank 
Americard, or Master Charge Card. (Include 
signature, expiration date, account number, 
plus Interbank number for M.C.) 

NYC residents add 8% sales tax. Allow 6-8 
weeks for delivery. 
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fifteen, and! am the one who taught him all 
he knows. Don't get me wrong; he is a very 
good student, but some things a girl can 
never teach a man. He has no idea what 
foreplay should be, and he cannot prolong 
the sex act past eight or ten thrusts. I'm 
justleft high and dry. | have tried telling him 
to slow down, but if he does, he will go limp 
inside of me. | then tried getting myself real 
hot before | seduced him, but it is not the 
same as having aman get you so hot that 
you can't stand it. My husband loves sex, 
but | am beginning to have the attitude, 
“why bother?” He can make me come 
orally but I'm getting nothing in return 
when we have intercourse. 

My question is this: is the wonderful 
sexual climax just another let down like 
the Santa Claus lie we all grew up with? 
Just what should a woman feel during 
sexual intercourse? | am sure there are 
many other young wives asking them- 
selves the same question. We hold on to 
our virginity, as our mothers told us to, but 
for what? A big letdown! 

| find myself wanting to find out if it 
would be better with another man, some- 
one who has really been around and 
knows what he is doing. Unfortunately, my 
husband is a really straight guy, and he'd 
be crushed if he found out about my 
infidelity We have talked this over and he 
said | should go to the doctor and tell him 
that | feel nothing during intercourse. But 
wouldn't the doctor just think | had come 
to his office to put the make on him? —M.E. 


You are a prime example of the argument 
that people should have premarital sex. 
Maybe if you had screwed around a bit 
before marriage, you wouldn't be so hot to 
trot. Your problem seems to be that you are 
taking your husband purely as a sex object. 
What does your relationship with him mean 
to you? Think about it, and perhaps you'll 
reconsider your present opinion of him. 

Regarding sex play in bed, most men see 
foreplay as a kind of duty. In our orgasm- 
conscious society, a woman needs foreplay 
in order to achieve her climax sooner and 
better. | have often asked men whether they 
really enjoyed performing oral sex or 
whether they did itjust to please the woman. 
Most of the time they answered that foreplay 
was something they had to do. Some didn't 
even like performing oral sex. 

Obviously, foreplay consists of a lot more 
than just giving head. There is the entire 
phase of creating the right atmosphere: a 
good dinner, no kids around, no phones 
ringing, a bit of wine, touching, dancing, 
caressing, undressing each other, perhaps 
even giving a slow striptease (both male 
and female ought to do this now and then). 

The average man who has little trouble 
getting an erection might find all these 
actions very boring and time-consuming; he 
thinks of them as unnecessary preliminar- 
ies, Only the romantics among men will 
appreciate them. Many men, unfortunately, 
see a woman merely as a means to their 
own orgasms—in other words, as a useful 
trash can for emptying their seedy sperm. 


The same is true of some women. Think 
about itris your husband simply a means for 
your achieving an orgasm? 

You and your husband seem to be driving 
a vehicle without a driver's license. You both 
lack technique, knowledge, sensitivity, and 
perhaps love. Now, the clitoral orgasm by 
means of oral sex works with practically 
every woman. After you've had your first 
clitoral orgasm via his tongue, have him 
insert his erect penis immediately. Once his 
hard cock is inside your juicy cunt, it is up to 
you to wriggle your body around in such a 
manner that his penis not only penetrates 
your vagina but also rubs against your 
Clitoris. To achieve this, the preferred posi- 
tion is for the woman to be on top, sitting on 
the man with her legs squeezed together. 

No, my dear, the female orgasm is not a 
Santy Claus myth. Some women compara 
orgasm to a heartbeat in the vagina, while 
others say it is a less intense version of 
chidbirth. In extreme cases, some women 
lose consciousness. A few, strongly sexed 
women, anally oriented, feel several regular 
contractions in their anus during orgasm. 

| would take your husband's advice and 
see a gynecologist. In fact, why don't you 
both make a pact and consult your physi- 
cian? Obviously, your spouse needs to con- 
trol his orgasms, and perhaps there is some- 
thing wrong with your vagina—like a hood- 
ed clitoris, forexample. Good luck! 


VIRGINITY: WHY IT WON'T GO AWAY 
Please help me. My nineteenth birthday 
Nas just passed, and | feel like I've never 
been born.All my life my parents sheltered 
me, and | was never allowed to choose my 
ewn clothes or hairda or to go out with 
guys, Last year | moved out of the house 
and took an apartment with my best friend. 
a guy and ali my problems were solved, 

Except for my mainone: sex. 

Not getting laid has made me a real 
frigid block of ice. To this day I’ve never 
even necked with a guy. It's not because | 
don't want to. It's because I'm afraid he'll 
know that he's the first. Also, |don’'t wantto 
be taught. My roommate says tnal sex 
comes naturally and that as soon as he 
Starts, I'll catch on. But everytime | lry | 
back offand find that!'m almost in tears. 

Please help me! The guys I've already 
gone oul with have spread rumors about 
me. and soon no one will go out with me, 
even If they're desperate. | Jive in a small 
town and can'tafford to move. I've thought 
about seeking psychiatric help, but, again, 
| can't afford it. Also, I'd be just too embar- 
rassed lo see a counselor. Xaviera, you are 
my last hope.—Frigid 


All you need is to have some confidence in 
yourself. For starters, it might be easier for 
you if you had a sympathetic girl friend, one 
with whom you could pair up on double 
dates. You need not tell anybody that it is 
your first time, but don't be self-conscious 
about it, either Remember, we all start out as 
virgins. And many of the boys whom you 
meet, despite their apparent confidence, 
may very well be as shy as you are, O+- 5 


Most men know they're not getting enough 
exercise to keep their bodies in shape. 


Ten years as a fitness coach has taught 
me one important fact: most men will not 
stick with a training program long enough 
for it to do them any good, unless the 
training is fast, easy and shows results 
right away, 


Bullworker gets a top score on all three 
counts: 


—it's fast: each exercise takes only 7 sec- 
onds and the complete workout can be 
done in about five minutes 


—it's easy: any man between 15 and 65 in 
good general health can perform the full 
program without getting tired 


— you see your results right from the very 
first day on the built-in Power-meter 
gauge. After two to three weeks of regular 
training, most men can expect to measure 
an extra inch or two of muscle on their 


BULLWORKER SERVICE, 201 Lincoln Bivd., P.O. Box 20, Middlesex, N.J. 08846 
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BULLWORKER SERVICE, Dept. sw2556 
201 Lincoln Bivd., P.O, Box 20, Middlesex. N.J. 08846 


| action photos 
| in full color 

| show you how 
| to builda 
powerful body 
in just five 


minutes a day City 


State 


Nas et hc Ma et a es a Se _ 


Please send me my FREE full color brochure 
about BULLWORKER 2 without obligation. 
No salesman will visit. 


Neath @t nn 


Street _—________Apt. No. 


Canada: Home delivery duty paid. Ask for FREE booklet 


| RECOMMEND 
BULLWORKER® 


BECAUSE IT’S FAST, 


IT’S EASY AND IT 
REALLY WORKS! 


Bob Breton says “I earn my living by keeping 


top executives in peak physical shape. My clients 


insist on maximum results with minimum time 
and effort. | recommend Bullworker 
because it's fast, it's easy and it really works.” 


shoulders, chest and biceps—and an inch 
or two less flab around the middle. 


And that's just the start: there are spe- 
cialized exercises for building-up or trim- 
ming-down any part of your body you 
want to. What's more since Bullworker 
training is progressive, you perform better 
each time. Yet the training always seems 
easy since with every workout your 
strength increases by about 1%—that's an 
increase of up to 50% in just three 
months, and I've seen many men go on to 
double and even triple their strength, For 
my money, Buliworker is the most ad- 
vanced home trainer on the market. | use 
it and recommend it to any man who wants 
to get back in top shape fast. 


For free details about Bullworker Fitness 
Training, recommended by fitness ex- 
perts, champion athletes and nearly two 
million enthusiastic users the world 
around, mail coupon for FREE BOOKLET 
today. No obligation, no salesman will visit, 
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PROBLEMS IN SEX? 


GET WHAT EVERY MAN NEEDS 
WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


Complete Control For The Over Eagur Male 
STA-POWER SPRAY 
Now You Can Go On and On and On 
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For A Better Erection That Will Astound You 
And Delight Your Partner 
ERECTION PILLS 
Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting 
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Not Getting it Up Lately? 
STA-POWER PILLS 

For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 
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STA-POWER PILLS $5.95 


Do You Need Help? 
INSTANT ERECTION O1L OR CREAM 
Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 


Instant Erection Off is scientifically formulated ta 
help you get an instant erection when rubbed on 
the head of the penis. It fs skillfully compounded 
into a Sensuous true fruit Navored oi] Base. Wher 
rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
penis, it causes a flow of Blood to rush into the 
penis, siving you an instant erection. Not only 
should it give an instant erection, it snould cause 
the penis to get harder and sarger for a prolonged 
Period of time. Like the Instant Erection Cream, 
this néw and amazing product is for men who have 
tried everything else and have no luck. No longer 
néead you fet the pest of joys that lite nas to offer 
ast you by. With this fantastic product you too 
can now Stand up and be counted, You owe it to 
yourself to try some today, 


Ott $6.95 CREAM $6.95 


Guaranteed To Make Her Hot 

IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 

Do You Measure Up? You Can, Unbelievable in 
Their Effect. 


Ginseng 84 plant wnicn is cnietly grown in tne Far 
East, especially in China, The Chinese have used it 
as an aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years. Ginseng has 
recently been introduced into the United States 
ano (s very popular. Legendary writings say 
Ginseng is Nighiy effective in awakening ana 
Producing sewual desires in men and women alike. 
We nave added our imitation Spanish Fiy to the 
Ginseng to make it work faster and longer, We have 
also made it easier and more pleasant to take now, 
In @ Capsule. We are making it availaDie to you, 
public, at a price you can afford. if vou Neus 
Ginseng you cannot afford ta be without it 
Ginseng |s sometimes calied “Tne Turn-On loot", 
To quote S. Steingold” if you think you have 
been turned on pefore you ain't seen nothing yer" 
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fiy Capsules and 
find out what he means, Can be emptied and 
mixed into any drink, 


24 TABLETS $5.95 


SKANDIA DISTRIBUTORS Dept.P-477 
Box 430 Canal St. Station New York, N.Y. 10013 


WHAT’S Anything you like. This 12 oz. ceramic mug is an 

original design, beige with the PENTHOUSE key logo 

BREWING in rich brown. It’s 314” in diameter, 3% tall, and 434” 
width to handle. Highly fired with a glossy finish. 


IN THE 


Send check or money order for $5.00 plus $1.00 for 
postage and Kop to: PENTOSE PRODUCTS, 
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CONT INUE.D FROM PAGE 29. 


close to coming, | rolled both nipples be- 
tween my fingers and shot my wad. Jenny 
came shortly afterward. Satisfied that there 
would be no more after-school episodes on 
the couch, | went to take a shower before my 
cousin came home. Jenny quickly made the 
bed and took out her school books, When 
my cousin came home, she was none the 
wiser, but Jenny's afternoons have been a 
lot more interesting lately And so have 
mine. — WF, Baton Rouge, La, 


Hard-sales office 

This ts a tale about the seduction of a horny 
thirty-five-year-old by a seventeen-year-old 
baby-sitter. 

loperate my growing real-estate business 
fram my home and have added on a well- 
appointed sales office behind the double 
garage. Occasionally, | have closed a sale 
by screwing the client's wife and admit | 
might have blown a sale or two by offering 
stud service to the wrong woman. But | have 
always contended that fucking Is the great- 
est enjoyment two people can experience. 
So why not enjoy it and live It Up all the way 
when you can make the opportunity 
blossom to your advantage? Putting the 
make on a strange piece of ass is headier 
than a husky sale any day. even if one's bills 
aren'tall paid. 

This piece of a tale occurred on a day my 
wife was visiting her aunt with our two 
children. | was all spruced up and ready to 
go out and show a house that afternoon and 
thought | would finish up some contracts 
before leaving. | got a pleasant shock as | 
stepped into my office to find our seven- 
teen-year-old baby-sitter sitting at my desk 
before my copy of Classic Fairy Tales, now 
opened to the color spread of Goldilocks 
getting it from the bold hunter. This foxy, hot- 
blooded, well-developed teeny (who lives 
down the street) wanted to know if | had one 
as big as the bold hunter's. She knew it was 
a no-no to be in my office. 

This brazen young pussy was always 
flaunting her ass around me and was proud 
of the fact that she had always been mess- 
ing around with boys. | wasn't above patting 
her on her cute ass and, on some occasions, 
even hugging her tightly for a well-done job, 
rubbing my cock against her flat belly as | 
felt those perky young tits punching against 
my chest. But | hadn't really ever tried to get 
into her pants. Although | had given her an 
awful lot of seductive thought, that's about 
as far as it had gone—until | caught her in 
my office one day. 

On previous occasions when she had 
done something displeasing around the 
house, she always wanted to know if | 
planned to spank her. This time | locked the 
office door and told her she was going to get 
that well-deserved spanking she was al- 


| ways asking about. Ina flash she had peeled 


off her jeans and panties, and off came her 
blouse. As she was fiddling with her bra, this 
very fuckable, tender sight made me decide 


FAIRY TALES 
YOUR MOTHER NEVER TOLD YOU! 


THE EROTIC ADVENTURES OF 
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK | 


If you're nostalgic for the innocent 


GOLDILOCKS, CINDERELLA AND 
_ —FULLY ILLUSTRATED! 


tariat, EARNS a handful of magic 
beans from a voluptuous gypsy 


days of childhood, if you yearn for woman, then climbs the beanstalk 
those happy hours spent listening to find a giant's wife who has some 
erie pens tame Lod original uses for a tiny young man 
; when she is feeling lonely. And the 
N. LE nat ed cen aks giant's return involves Jack in sexual 


solutely nothing you ever heard 
at your mother's knee—unless your 
mother was Xaviera Hollander. 


Watching Cinderella win Prince 
Charming away from her ugly sis- 
ters illustrates that the most im- 
portant fit for a good love life is 
NOT in glass slippers. The notorious 
illustrator, Rod Q. M’Gurk brings 


the nubile, blond Goldilocks to life — 


as you could not imagine her in your 
wettest dreams, proving that a girl 
who can swallow that Three Bears 


story can swallow literally any- — 


thing! 
NOTHING is left to the imagina- 
tion as little Jack, hung like Secre- 


predicaments surpassing even your 
wildest sexual fantasies. 


The heroines are soft, moist and 
highly desirable; the heroes are 
strong and willing; the giants are 
... well, GIGANTIC. .. and the 
result is either the funniest dirty 
book or the dirtiest funny book 
you've ever read! 


CLASSIC FAIRY TALES is sure to 
become an instant erotic classic, and 
it can be yours for just $9.95 plus 
50¢ postage and handling. And if the 
book, for any reason, doesn't 
EXCEED your expectations, simply 
return it within ten days for your 
money back IN FULL. 


Mirobar Sales Corp. 
964 Third Avenue, Dept, P-477, New York, NY 10022 


Please rush me copies of A NAUGHTY TREASURY 
OF CLASSIC FAIRY'TALES, | understand that if for any 
reason | don't find it everything you claim, | may return 
it fora FULL REFUND. I enclose $9.95 plus 50¢ postage and 

handling for each copy. 


SORRY, NOC.O.D. 
NAME 


ADDRESS 


ciry STATE zip 


Signature (1 am over 2) years of age) 
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THE FIRST OF ITS KIND.. 


INIQUE ‘SKIN-LIKE’ ‘SKIN-LIKE” COTRACEREWE 
————— 


desjres during those intimate 
‘moments. It's remarkable 
you the ultimate in comfort 

JUST AB ORDINARY CONTRA- 
makes you bigger fast...and 

|, it almost becomes a natural part 


skin-like texture 
and contidence. 
PTIVE, Extender 
so perfectly 
fea this exciting condom lets you command new length 
Width with fetal assurance and ease. More expensive 
thon the usval condom? Yes...but now you can experience 
a whole new world of sexual pleasure! 
The EXTENDER CONDOM is available by mail only. For your 
Privacy and convenience, orders are shipped promptly in 
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to take off my clothes, too, My cock was 
roaring hard by the time | took off my shorts, 
and she muttered something about “the 
hairy, bold hunter" as her smoldering eyes 
took in my sprung-free cock. 

My hard, erect cock bounced and waved 
at her as | walked around the desk and sat 
down in my padded, armless desk chair. 
Then | pulled her over my lap and proceeded 
to whack her good about a half-dozen times. 
She squirmed and squealed while her solid, 
well-rounded butt reddened under my bare- 
handed slaps. She grabbed hold of my cock 
with one hand, pumping and squeezing, as | 
paddled her rear end. With the greatest of 
pleasure, | inserted my social finger in her 
tight, juicy, little pussy and thumbed her 
twitching ass hole. But before long she was 
off my lap and onto her knees between my 
legs. We both enjoyed it as | instructed her 
to drag her teeth lightly over the glans and to 
tongue-dance up and down the underside 
of my swollen prick. 

Then | perched her tender, spanked ass 
on the desk and told her to lean back as | 
draped her calves over my shoulders and 
rolled the chair forward to the task at hand. 
With both my hands full of red ass, | lowered 
my face to her luscious cunt, kissing, licking, 
and tongue-fucking that sweet, lightly hair- 
ed pussy. She locked her plump thighs 
around my head, then opened them wide, 
heels flying, then closed them, again and 
again, flouncing around in my hands like a 
wildcat—or better yet like a pussy cat on a 
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YOU TOO CAN 
PERFORM POTENTLY! 


e When you want eAs often as you want! 


The Penisator is a safe, scientific way to 
generate rapid, fulfilling, full-bodied erections 
for you. And a deep new tingling sensation for 
your lover. 

Simply put on the light weight Penisator. 
Turn it on. Slide it over your penis. In seconds 
you're solidly erected. Ready to perform 
Stronger, longer, more potently. And the same 
gentle vibrations that stimulate your erection 
also excite and thrill your lover—through you. 

The Penisator: Safe. Easy-to-use. One size 

fits all. Money back 
guarantee. 


If coupon is removed send order to: 
Harmony Products, 
501 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10016 

| Harmony Products, Dept. PN-122 
P.O, Box 2088 Grand Central Station, N.Y, N.Y. 10017 
Here is my check or money order for $19.95 
plus 75¢ for shipping and handling. Please rush 
my Penisator in a plain package today. (N.Y. 
Residents add applicable sales tax). 
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hot tin roof. 

Finally, rolling the chair back as | [e- 
mained seated, | helped her put both bare 
feet on each edge of the chair seat. Then 
with her hands on my shoulders, | guided my 
cock with one hand and her ass with the 
other as she settled downward, impaling 
herself. We worked and grunted and 
groaned, sometimes not in unison because 
of the rolling chair, as inch by slow, disap- 
pearing inch my hard cock entered her tight, 
teenage pussy. We fucked slowly for a while, 
kissing for the first time, our tongues laving 
and wallowing as | massaged her tits and 
tweaked her stiff nipples over and over. Then 
our fucking increased to a frenzied pace, 
and she blew her stretched-tight cunt off 
and collapsed sweaty and spent, with a 
groan, on my chest, 

My cock still hard as a rock and lodged in 
her pulsating pussy, | carried her to the 
leather couch and settled her sweet, bare 
ass on the cushion after regretfully backing 
out of her still-dripping hot cunt. Then, not 
wanting to knock her up. | deftly rolled her 
over on her stomach to fuck her virgin ass — 
which | did, working only about half of my 
straining cock into her back chute before 
the tightness and truly half-ass fucking 
popped my nuts with completeness. 

That's my tale. Since | have completely 
penetrated that sweet ass of hers in office 
follow-ups, | have been thinking about offer- 
ing my new teenage office assistant as a 
bonus piece to a stubborn male client. 


If deviantmeans “to depart from the 
norm,’ many millions of Americans 
who are enjoying oral sex, anal sex, 
S&M, bondage, group sex, open 
marriage, homosexuality, and 
transvestism can be classified as 
deviants. Sexologist Robert Chartham 
offers some much-needed clear 
thinking on this controversial topic. 


“One nightof taping has led toa 
thousand more of pleasure,” claims 
one adventurous couple. In this article 
you'll learn how to go about making a 
movie that will arouse you more than 
any film you could see in a theater. 

Camera, action... ! 


A penile implant could be the answer. 
Indeed, it was for one couple, who 
have decided to share the story with 
Forumreaders. Don't miss this 
intimate and informative account of a 
new medical technique thathas 
already helped hundreds of men. 


Aman who lives with two women who 
both consider themselves to be his 
wives reveals the ins and outs of living 
ina threesome. Find out all about his 
unconventional life-style in this 
candid interview in which he tells 
how they handle everything from 
money to sex. 


Author Von Whiteman tried many 
forms of ritual masochism but was 
turned off by all of them. Finally, she 
found the answer for herself—a 
trusted lover who turned pain intoan 
electrifying and totally satisfying 
sexual experience. 
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However, that might blow the sale the wrong 
way, and I'll have fucked up — another one. 
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Ladies’ bowling ball 

Several weeks ago | finished my round of 
sales calls much quicker than | had antici- 
pated. Since | was not very far from home, | 
decided | would stop by to see if my wife 
was interested in going out to dinner that 
night. She hadn't been feeling that well in the 
morning; so if sne had been up to it, it 
would've been a nice break for her. 

There was another car in front of the 
house, but | didn't give it much thought and 
let myself in quietly so as not to disturb Sue 
if she was resting. | tiptoed through the hall 
toward our bedroom. She was there, but she 
sure as hell wasn't resting. 

There was another woman in bed with her, 
and they were both nude. After a few sec- 
onds of shock, | recognized the other 
woman. It was Jean, who bowled with Sue in 
a recreation league every Tuesday. Jean was 
in her late twenties, and Sue had described 
her as a fun-loving gal, always happy and 
making others happy with her They had 
become good friends but only at the bow! 
ing alley—or so! had thought, 

Jean was not very tall but had a beau- 
tifully proportioned body, as Sue had told 
me. In fact, Sue had been kind of straight- 
laced about it, criticizing Jean for wearing 
short-shorts to bowl! in. Jean's most out- 
standing feature, however, was her tits 
(which Sue had also often remarked on); 
they were rather large for a small girl like her. 
And as | saw for the first time as | looked into 
the bedroom, they were capped with large, 
ted nipples that stood out like two big 
cherries on snowy mounds. 

Sue was leaning over Jean, sucking on 
one of those red titty cherries, while her 
fingers were teasing and tantalizing Jean's 
open vulva, flicking at her protruding little 
clit. They were both moaning and groaning 
in ecstasy as they caressed each other. | 
watched with growing excitement as Sue 
released her sucking hold on Jean's nipple 
and worked her way down to Jean's wide- 
open crotch. Sue moved between Jean's 
spread legs. placing both of them over her 
shoulders and gripping and squeezing 
those rounded buttocks in her hands. Jean 
lay relaxed, her eyes closed, her hands 
cradling Sue’s head, and her hips wiggling 
in anticipation. | heard Sue saying things | 
had never imagined she would ever say; | 
couldn't believe my ears, My hard cock was 
throbbing in my pants. 

“I'm going lo lick and kiss and suck your 
sweet little fuck hale, honey, and make you 
come again and again even better this 
time—and longer!" Hearing that, | took my 
cock out and began jacking off as feverishly 
as they were, 

After Sue brought Jean to her promised 
orgasm, Jean began begging Sue to let her 
“do" her in return, Jean rolled Sue over on her 
stomach and began caressing her shapely 
legs with soft, light strokes—from her 
shapely buttocks all the way to the soles of 


| her feet. Then Jean crawled back up to Sue's 
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Special Introductory Prices for a Limited Time Only! 


Powerful Placebo 


Aphrodisiacs 
& SEX Stimulants 


reproduced a number of these potions which 
contain those secret ingredients that the 
ancients employed for sexual prowess and 
fulfillment. For reasons that you will readily 
understand, we must offer these as novelty 
items only, and you must be over 18 to 
purchase or use these powerful surefire 
seducers, 


Turn Him On! 


VIRILITY PILLS 


A custom blend of exotic imported Oriental fragrant 
roots and spices these litle capsules pack a giant 
wallop. Be the Big Man you've alwoys wonted to be! 
These omoarzing pills give you the performance you're 
looking for! Getsexuol power when you need! if with our 
powertul Virility Pills, Be ready for action when the 
action'’s ready for you! Buy some today 


20 fantastic Virility Pills are yours for just $4.95 


AG PROLONG PILLS 


Stay harder longer with our special Prolong Pills, and 
be still in there where the oction 1s when ordinary men 
would have hod to quit! You can be cure she'll love you 
for it, and be your woman for ever if you con keep on 
balling when the others stop! Carefully compounded of 
special spices from the Far East with notural American 
herbs long reputed te have aphrodisiac qualities 
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Now you can put her and yourself ‘in the 
mood’ quickly and easily anytime, anyplace or 
anywhere! It's easy with these fantastic 
Placebo Aphrodisiacs and Sex Stimulant 
Products. Throughout the cultures of the 
world, certain folk remedies for virility and 
sexual arousal have existed in legend and 
practice. By researching these facts, we have 
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A rare combination of genuine imported spices gives 
this o very stimulating effect on her private parts, and 
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fost turn-on, yet the results last for hours. 

Famous in sexual literature for hundreds of years, this 
has always been a reliable standby far getting women to 
open up to you. 

For one ounce, our special price to you is only $4.95 
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For more than a thousand years, the Chinese hove used 
Ginseng 95 an aphrodisioc, and to build virility ond 
sexual potency. At one point, x0 rare wos the Ginseng 
root thot it sold for $1,000 o pound 
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Now this seay stimulant is all the rage here in the good 
ol USA, and, through modern growing and processing 
techniques. you can buy this fine imported Koreon 
Ginseng in handy easy-to: swallow gelatin copsules 


24 copsules—Special Introductory Price—only $5.95 


SEDUCING POWDER 


This powder will guarantee you a hot time tonight and 
every night, if you use it right Mix it into a Bloody Mary, 
ar hot soup, and then stand by for action! Qur Seducing 
Powder stimulates her desire, makes her want to want 
you! We think this just what you've been looking for 
this powder will do the job If 
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Just slip one of these quick-dissolving numbers in her 
drink, ot 9 party, or in the privacy of your own home. 
and then just watch the results! You'll be amazed af what 
these powerful pills can do to improve your sex life! 
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SEE and LEARN the Ultimate in SEXUAL PLEASURES 
Regain the thrills of sexual intercourse. .. achieve 
greater heights of sexual enjoyment and eliminate 
bedroom boredom forever! You'll find all the an- 


ee swers in words and pictures for a more fulfilling 

2 cc . and satisfying sexual relationship in the new en- 
Sensuous silk stockings handmade and farged "COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHIC GUIDE TO SEX- 
imported from London. Available in UAL INTERCOURSE”, In addition to the straight- 


forward and honest teat you'll see over 2200 ex- 
plicit pictures —sensual young couples photographed 
in actual positions of sexual intercourse. 
Originally made to sell for $12.95, this new and 
outstanding achievement is now available through 
the mail (save $9.00 if you order now)! only $3.95 
INOTE add 55¢ tor postage & handling) 


You must state you are over 21 to receive this merchandise. 
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Send to VIVA PRODUCTS, 909 Third 
Avenue, New York, New York, 10022. 
New York residents add sales tax, 
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ass and once again began kissing and 
tonguing all over it; then she started to flick 
and lick her tongue up and down the entire 
length of the crack that ran between Sue's 
now-quivering cheeks. Then she slipped her 
fingers into Sue’s exposed and slippery 
pussy and skillfully finger-fucked her into a 
bouncing, boisterous climax that shook the 
whole bed. 

| decided it was time for me to get into the 
action; so | stripped out of my clothes and 
moved into the bedroom. They both stared in 
amazement. | told them, "Girls, move over 
you've got a new member in your bowling 
team.’ There was a storm of shocked, hor- 
rified protests, but my teasing threat to tell 
Jean's husband won them over. We had one 
helluva threesome for about two hours, and 
we have had about a dozen since then, Once 
the taboos had been broken, those twa 
serviced me in a manner I'd never believed 
possible.—R. C., Louisville, Ky. 


That afternoon league obviously laugni 
them which fingers to put in the righ! 
holes, 


Family business 

| had the most unusual and pleasant experi- 
ence during a company party thrown, at his 
house, by the boss, who was being pro- 
moted. It was his way of expressing thanks 
for all of the support that the personnel had 
given to him. It was really a wild drinking 
party, and everyone was really having a 
ball—there must have been seventy-five or 
eighty people there. 

The boss has a gorgeous wife, Millie, and 
an equally beautiful daughter, Charlene 
(about twenty-one). Charlene had just start- 
ed working at the company recently and 
was well liked by everyone. | had gone to the 
bar to get a drink and had several minutes 
conversation with Charlene before she left 
As she walked away, | really had to take a 
good |ook at how good she looked from the 
rear, It was about then that Millie (who was 
approaching the bar and could not help 
seeing my admiring look) said, “Charlie, is 
that a look of lust in your eye?” | am abou! 
the same age as Millie, and | answered her, 
“Well. not exactly lust; let's Just say desire. 
After all, just because I'm over forty doesn't 


| mean I'm lecherous.’ She just looked at me 


and said, “Come on, Charlie, | want to show 
you the house.” So | followed her upstairs, 
and the first thing she did was to lead me 
into the master bedroom; and as she did, 
she locked the door. | asked why, remarking 
that her husband would probably kill me if 
he caught us in the bedroom with the door 
locked, She said, “Don't worry. He's down the 
hall in the guest room, eating out one of his 
secretaries.” 

lt was then that | noticed that Charlene 
was there, too, standing by the bed: she 
said, "| see Mom is showing you the house; | 
hope that you like it” | answered, “I think I'm 
going to love |t” | noticed that on the night- 
stand there were two bottles of champagne. 
Charlene proceeded to get undressed, and 
Millie and | followed suit. While Millie went to 
open the champagne, Charlene took my 


hand, and we lay down on the bed and 
began kissing and fondling one another | 
was surprised that being as young as she 
was she was grabbing for my cock so soon; 
she was really a beautiful, responsive gal, 
and | was very careful to be gentle in kissing 
and teasing her tits, belly, and then around 
and around her bush, finally parting it and 
slowly licking and kissing the edges of her 
clit. Because she was really getting aroused, 
| began thrusting my tongue into her. Finally, 
I slid up and slowly slipped my cock into her, 
a little at a time until it was all in, and then | 
just kept a slow pace so that we could last 
longer. | was able to make her have about 
three orgasms before, all of a sudden, we 
were both pumping our asses in the most 
wonderful gyrations and pounding. Char- 
lene kept her legs around me while | was 
feeling her beautiful ass and back with my 
hands and continuing to kiss her luscious 
lips until my cock was completely soft. Then 
she finally straightened her legs out, and | 
rolled off completely spent. 

Millie handed me a glass of champagne, 
which tasted good, although my head was 
swimming a little. | went into the bathroom 
and washed my cock and balls off, and 
when | came back, Millie laughed, “If | hadn't 
seen it hard before, | would never believe 
that it could get so large. | think we'll have to 
give it some encouragement.” Charlene 
then got up and washed and came back to 
sit in a chair facing us while she sipped on 
her champagne. Millie justlooked at me and 
then sort of pushed me down on my back. 
Without another word she started to give me 
fellatio, and | thought my cock never would 
get hard, But after what must have been 
fifteen minutes, she brought me up to sever- 
al halfway erections and then what turned 
out to be a really permanent one. When she 
was sure that it was going to stay hard, she 
got up on top and eased her beautiful cunt 
down onto my cock and slowly moved her 
cunt back and forth, at just the right speed to 
keep ithard and to lether have four orgasms. 
She said that she wanted me to have one 
with her, but she also wanted to let Charlene 
have another, too. With that, she slipped off, 
and Charlene got‘on top and slid her beauti- 
ful cunt down over my cock before it lost its 
hardness, and she proceeded to do a repeat 
performance on me. She had had three 
orgasms before | finally came. The three of 
us then took a warm shower together, dried 
off, finished off the champagne, and got 
dressed. | went home to rest up for work on 
Monday. | needed it,—Name and address 
withheld 


Sharing roommates 

] was staying with my girl friend, Mary, at her 
state-college dorm for a few days about 
halfway through the fall quarter. We hadn't 
seen each other in a week; so we were both 
pretty hot to trot. On my first night there, we 
were lying in her bed together, and her 
roommate, Janis, was across the room in her 
bed. Thinking her roommate was asleep, | 
began to massage Mary's breasts through 
her silk nightgown. | could tell this was 
arousing her; so | slid my hand under her 
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When you're in love be- 
ing extra sensitive is as 
normal as sunshine. But, 
sometimes you can be 
too sensitive and that's 
why we created Love- 
Longer. It's a gentle gel 
that helps a lover hold 
onto the most exciting 
feeling in the world long 
enough to make his part- 
ner feel totally fulfilled. 

Love is a beautiful 
place to be...stay there 
longer with Love-Longer. 
You'll find Love-Longer 
at your local pharmacy. 
It's another premium 
product by the makers 
of Trojans. 
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A system designed to bring loving couples to 


new heights of sexual 


The Complete Lovemaking System, Eros-22 is 
not merely @ book or a cream or a vibrator. Its a 
total system, designed by experts. GUARANTEED 
TO MAKE SEX MORE EXCITING! To achieve 
orgasm after orgasm every time you make love. 

e Eros Guide to Lovemaking. The most ex- 
plicit manual of love ever published. 70 photo- 
graphs and page after page of descriptions of 
incredibly sophisticated sexual techniques, designed 
to arouse and excite even the most inhibited sexual 
partner. 

The Eros Dream Cream, Rub it on. It will release 
wild animal passions in both of you, You'll be irre- 


sistably drawn to each other and experience sensa- 
tions you have never known before 

The Eros Temptation Stimulator, Experience the 
world’s most erotic vibrator. It not only vibrates 
but, flip the switch and it begins to extend and con- 
tract erotically. Wait till you see what it can do ta 
a woman. Any woman! 

The Guarantee. We know the Eros climax is the 
ultimate sexual experience so we want you to use it 
for 30 days. If you and your lover are not com- 
pletely satisfied —just return (he empty packages for 
a full refund. Order today. (All orders are shipped 
in plain packages.) All you have to gain is love. 

If coupon has been removed, write: Harmony 
Produeix, 501 Sth Ave, N.Y N.Y, 10016. 


gratification... 


253 
Dept. ER-124 


Harmony Prodects_ 


IO. Box 2088 © Gd. Cen. Sta.. N-Y.. N.Y. 10017 
Check one: 
0 mle ase tet my Eros-2 22 ayuers to ‘me in a sian 


| 

| include my free subscription to the Harmony New 

Products Survey. 

| CL prefer not to order the Eros-22 system now but 

| enter my subscription to the Harmony New Pro- | 
ducts Survey. Enclosed is $1.00. 

| I am over 18 years of age. (New York Residents 

I add applicable sales tax). 


| State = = Zip 


Signature 
Sign your name as it ae . ma c aa 


Exp L 
| 0 BankAmerncard [) Master Charge 


Interdane No 
Canadian residents send orders to Harmony, 
LP: -O.B. 7050, Sta. A, Montreal, Quebec H3IC3L4. J 


“Because Excita® has something to 
offer me. Its specially ribbed surface 
gives me gentle stimulating 
sensations. And it’s lubricated with 
Sensitol®, so that the ribs gently 
massage and caress me. | get pleasure 
from a male contraceptive | never 
thought possible. Excita offers more for 
him too. Its specially flared shape 


offers more freedom 
of movement nsde| <I | | 
the contraceptive 


for a greater, more natural sensation. 
Excita, in a light color tint, is a stimulating 
new experience in male contraception. 
It’s made for the both of you.” 


Get Excita at your 
drugstore. For a free 
sample pack and booklet 
send 25¢ for handling to: 
Schmid Labs., Inc., 

P.O. Box 2236, Dept. A, 
Hillside, N.J. 07205 


Schmid Laboratories. 
Pioneers in family planning. 


Long, slinky 
sleep-stunner \\ 
with gathered-open 
keyhole bust. 
Sensuous and silky 
Aqua or Black 
nylon tricot. 
Sm. Med. Lge. 
#3-4537 


! 
CATALOG | | 


“with your order or send: | 

$2 for 11 issues ’ 

(one full year) or 
The Penthouse Cocktail Set is the perfect suberipton | 4 
prelude to a golden evening of fun. No host neg bettas ed d i ® 
ail git dresses, shoes, I. u 

irtswear, ingerie, ¥Wwooo 

Swionenpr, wigs, ba 
foundations, more! | } 


should be without it. Includes: Six 8 oz. 


glasses, a 25 oz. mixer and stirrer — all 
handsomely designed with the Penthouse 
keys. 


Dept. 3724 

FREDERICK'S 

6610 Hollywood Blvd. 
Hollywood, CA, 90028 

Sorry, no C.0.D.'s Peal 
Calif, residents add 6% tax, “© . 
Add $1.25 shipping charge pet iter” 


Send 12.95 (plus #2.00 for postage and 
handling) to; Penthouse Products, Dept. 
DOO1, 909 Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022. 
Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery. NYC 
residents add 8% sales tax. 


a 


162 PENTHOUSE 


nightgown and up to her already hot quim. | 
placed my palm flat against her love mound 
and slipped my middle finger between her 
vaginal lips. | then began to massage my 
hand back and forth, causing my palm to rub 
across her clitoris and my middle finger to 
penetrate her vagina on the downward 
stroke. It wasn't long before her love juices 
were flowing freely. 

And soon | had Mary moaning softly, but | 
also thought | could detect moans coming 
from across the room. Looking up, | thought 
her roomie was asleep on her side, but | 
couldn't be sure in the dark. Looking at Mary, 
| asked her if she wanted to get it on, seeing 
as how she had soaked my hand and the 
sheets with her juices. She didn't want to 
with her roommate right there in the same 
room; so | suggested we go into the bath- 
room and screw there. She agreed: so we 
hopped up, and as quietly and as quickly as 
we could, we scooted into the bathroom. 

After closing the door and removing her 
nightgown, Mary wrapped her arms around 
my neck and her legs around my midsec- 
tion, and | took her standing up. Standing 
there gripping the cheeks of her ass, | pulled 
her up and let her drop down on my erect 
organ, going very deep and causing her to 
moan every time | lowered her onto it. Soon 
she was in the throes of orgasm, and soon 
after that, | joined her. It was so intense that | 
almost fell down, but luckily the wall was 
right there to lean on. 

After getting our night clothes back on, we 
scampered back to bed to a restful night of 
sleep, thinking our roommate none the wiser 
about us. But the next morning and all that 
day, Janis sure smiled at me a lot. It made 
me wonder if she knew what was going on. 

That night | started in again, but this time 
Mary suggested that we head right for the 
bathroom. She wanted to fuck so bad that 
she didn't even want to waste time on 
foreplay. Seeing as how she wasn't very wet, 
| had to get out the Vaseline. Stepping out of 
the bathroom to grab the universal lubricant 
off of her dresser, | heard sounds that sound- 
ed like moaning. Looking across the room at 
Janis, even though she was under her 
blankets, | could see that she was mastur- 
bating, and quite furiously at that. It became 
quite obvious to me that she was getting 
into it; so | watched her for a few minutes. 
Hot from watching her, | went back into the 
bathroom to see about relieving my sexual 
tension. 

Mary was wondering what had taken so 
long; so | told her what | saw Janis doing. In 
turn it made her quite hot to hear about it, 
which also made for a most intense screw- 
ing session, The next day | was smiling right 
back at Janis. 

The next night | started in once again. But 
things got hot quickly—so quickly that | just 
hopped into the saddle and started pump- 
ing away, and | soon had Mary moaning and 
groaning. But! heard another voice moaning 
and groaning in the room:'so | stopped and 
looked across the room toward Janis's bed 
There sat Janis on the edge of her bed, with 
her nightgown pulled up and her fingers 
deep in her vagina. 


Thinking quickly, | hopped out of bed and 
ran over to Janis and picked her up and 
carried her over to Mary's bed. There | sether 
down and pulled her nightgown off. After 
that things just fell into place. | lay down on 
my back, and Mary immediately sat herself 
down on my erect member while | grabbed 
Janis and had her sit on my face. After they 
both had orgasms (Janis just about 
drowned me when she came), we rested for 
a few minutes, and then the girls switched 
places, Janis riding me and Mary sitting on 
my face. After that we fell asleep in each 
other's arms. The next day we were all 
smiling at each other. 

This has become quite a triangle since 
then; and when I'm not screwing with both 
of them, I'm usually being satisfied by one or 
the other. —B. D,, address withheld 


Sizing itup ‘ 

For some time now | have been reading 
about the guys who want to have a bigger or 
stiffer prick. Most all use some’ kind of 
gimmick, which can be harmful. | would like 
to pass on a technique that will work. At 
least it has worked for me. 

As | am a bachelor living in a large 
apartment complex, | get to see a lot of 
desirable women. And because | am a 
supervisor in a department store, | come in 
contact with many good and some so-so 
girls. Well, one evening after work, as | was 
about to enter my apartment, | noticed a 
young lady down the hall. She was having 
difficulty opening her door because she had 
an armful of packages. Being a gentleman, | 
offered to help. After she opened the door, 
she invited me in for a cup of coffee. When 
we discovered that we both worked at the 
same store, we knew we had a lot in com- 
mon. During the next few weeks the coffee 
was replaced by hard liquor, which 
eventually led to our having a romp in bed. 
As we lay there, she said that | was good and 
knew how to use the equipment | had—even 
though it was small. Then she said, 
“Wouldn't it be nice if you had larger equip- 
ment?” She went on to say that she had read 
about a way, and if | were willing, we could 
experiment. But | had to let her be boss, | 
agreed, and she said we should start the 
following weekend. 

The days went by slowly until Saturday 
night. After work, we stopped by the local 
gin mill for a belt or two and went to her 
apartment. She said we should strip, which 
we did, and there she was in all her glory. 
Judy is not a raving beauty but she is 
certainly very desirable. She got out her 
camera and took a few shots of me flaccid, 
then a few more with an enormous hard- 
on—if you can calla 5-inch prick enormous. 
Then she proceeded to measure it and 
make a notation for future reference, She 
gave me a bottle of vitamins, one of which | 
was to take every day, and told me to get a 
lot of rest when | was not with her. She then 
went down and deep-throated me as | have 
never been before. It seemed as if a suction 
pump was down inside, and when | came, | 
thought my balls were going along, too. With 
asmile she said, “That gets rid of the sludge, 
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HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL! 


How to help her 
fantasize having sex 
with you. 


Learn all the scents 
that turn her on. 


How to touch her 
so she will 

go mad 

with desire. 


How to caress 
her breast so 
she'll want 
desperately to 
sleep with you. 


How to turn 
her navel into an 
errogenous zone. 


IMAGINE BEING SUCH A GREAT LOVER 
WOMEN CAN SEE IT IN YOUR EYES! 
Here is a book that can turn you into such an ex- 
citing lover women will sense your sexual powers 
the instant you walk into a room. The book is 
called HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL 
And it’s guaranteed to turn you into the kind of 

lover women just can't wait to go to bed with! 


OVER 160 LUSCIOUS PHOTOGRAPHS! 
HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL con- 
tains over 160 luscious photos that show 
you—step by exciting step—how to turn on a 
woman. In these incredibly frank pictures you'll 
see an expert lover touching, holding, and seduc- 
ing an unbelievably sexy-looking woman. Each of 
the more than 60 chapters tells you exactly what 
arouses a girl. You'll learn—in their own 
words!—-women’s most secret pleasures. the 
things they love so much from a man they can't 
resist him. Ina single reading you can become the 


Pick up girls anywhere! In bars, buses, trains. even on the 
street! It's easier than you ever dreamed possible. HOW 
TO PICK UP GIRLS will show you, more than 100 


surefire techniques, including: 


® How to make shyness 
work for you @ Why a man 
doesn't have to be good- 
looking @ Why girls get horny 
@ 50 great opening lines @ 
World's greatest pick-up 
technique @ How to get 
women to pick you up ® How 
to succeed in singles’ bars. 

HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 
contains in-depth interviews 
with 25 beautiful girls. They 
tell you exactly what it takes 
to pick them up. Send for 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 
today and pick up any girl you 
HOW TO PICK UP 
GIRLS costs only $8.95. It 
makes picking up girls as easy 


HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS! 


want 


Feotur terviews 
with 25 beautiful girls! 


as tying your shoes! 


How to let her know 
you're a great lover, 
just by looking at her! 


How to arouse her with 
a single kiss. 


This is one soft hot 
spot. She has two 
more she wants you 
to know about! 


When to grip her 
here to bring her 
to climax! 


How to know 
exactly when 
she wants you 
to unzip her! 


kind of man a woman recognizes on the street as 
a great lover. These are just a few of the fabulous 
techniques you'll learn and master 

* where to touch a girl first * how to make a 
woman “let herself go” * the aphrodisiac touch 
* the positions girls like best ® how to get a girl 
out of her clothes ® what's special about a single 
girl © how to excite a girl with just words ®how 
to give a woman multiple orgasms ® and 
hundreds of other fantastic techniques, most 
of them illustrated with exciting photographs! 
Most guys think you have to be good-looking or 
rich to attract lots of women. Not true!! HOW TO 
MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL will teach you 
overnight how to thrill women so intensely they'll 
see it in your eyes, recognize it in your walk, After 
you've read this book and looked at the pic- 
tures women will see you in a whole new, ex- 
citing way. Don't waste another day of your life 
Order HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL 
today! Eric Weber, 1975 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS! : wai 


Symphony Press, Dept. PH-477 
PO Box 515 
Tenafly, NJ 07670 


HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A 
SINGLE GIRL 

Only $12.95 plus $1.00 
postage & handling 

HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 
Only $8.95 plus 75c¢ postage 
& handling 

Both Books—Only $19. 95 
plus $1.00 postage & handl- 
ing 


Name 


Sueet 


City State 


Books come in non identifiable wrapper 
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| DONT SUOPOSE THE DUQUE 
WILL MIND OUR BEING OALY 
ONE HOUR LATES 


THREE HOURS 
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BUT WANDA, 
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MALE ARROGANCE © 
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YOUMIND WOT 
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THE GOLDEN 


AGE” /S BACK 


MANOLETE 
COULON'T HAVE 
DONE THAT — 
THATS FOR SURE! 


SAVE YOUR LIC 
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SLL START WITH 
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Shaped 
for extra pleasure. 


Nu-Form® Sensi-Shape 
is an innovative, scientific 
achievement in male contracep- 
tion. NuForm’s specially designed 
shape allows for greater freedom of move- 
ment inside the contraceptive... for better, more 
natural sensation for each of you. You'll both see the 
difference in NuForm’s flared shape and pleasing tint. You'll 
also feel the difference in increased pleasure never before expe- 
rienced in a male contraceptive. Electronically tested NuForm comes 
in a choice of lubricated or non-lubricated. Available in drugstores. 


Free Sample Offer — 
We would like to send 
you Free samples of 
the scientifically de- 
signed NuForm, both 
Sensitol® Lubricated 
and Non-lubricated 
forms, plus-our booklet 
“There's a great new 


form of contraception 
you should know 
about”. Send your 
name, address and zip 
code with 25¢ for 
handling to: Schmid 
Laboratories, Inc. Box 
NF-1, Route 46 West, 
Little Falls, N.J. 07424. 


Also available in Canada. 


CREATE NUDE MESSAGES 
AND SEND THE VERY BEST 
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a 
ff 


Tt ¢ car q a @ 4 


@ Make 12 of the greatest greeting cards ever. 

@ Have the nudes grossly endowed or 
hilariously underdeveloped... all 
explicit parts are there. 

@ Any message is possible .. . for good 
friends or bad... transfer lettering and 
phrases included. 

@ Every card an original by you. 

@ A unique and professional kit. . . 
components drawn by one of America's 
foremost cartoonists. 

@ 2kits available... one with sexy young 
bodies (Kit #19) ... and the other 
featuring the vintage years (Kit #56). 
Both kits have 12-4” x 9” greeting cards 
..- 6 with men and 6 with women. .. all 
in sports action: Tennis, Golf, Bowling, 
Skiing and More. Envelopes included. 


rub ink™ Dept. 755, P.O. 60997, Sunnyvale, CA 94088 
Send #19 Kit(s) (Sexy). #56 Kit(s) (Vintage) 
$4.95 plus 95¢ postage & handling per kit 

(Calif. Res. add 6% tax) 
Enclosed is Check 
Fatal 

(| Master Charge 

Card No. 


Money Order 


[_) BankAmericard 
Exp. Date 


Signature 


Print Name 
Address 
City 


Ata 


Guaranteed Satisfaction 


Mailed in Plain Package 
or Money Back 
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for the next part.” She went out to the kitchen 
and returned with Wesson oil, which she 
proceeded to rub and massage my semi- 
hard prick with until it was standing shining 
in all its glory. Bending over, she had me 
shove it up her ass as far as it would go and 
told me to stand still. Working her ass 
around and around, she slowly withdrew 
until the tip was out and then she had me 
shove it back in hard. This went on until | was 
ready to explode, at which point she stop- 
ped and waited until all the throbbing cli- 
max ceased. We took a shower, and as | lay 
on the bed to relax, she gently rubbed Well- 
balsam on my wilted manhood. This went on 
for four weekends, and then she said | was 
ready for an increase. For the next month, it 
was twice a week. | had to take one-a-day 
vitamins and get lots of rest and eat well so 
that | could keep up my strength. After the 
third month, she got out her tape and cam- 
era, and we compared results. In three 
months of the most pleasant exercise, | went 
from a small five inch by four and one half 
inches around to seven inches and five and 
one half inches. 

We are now teaching her friend Nancy, as 
her husband is also small. Nancy is not so 
good at deep-throating yet, but she makes 
up for this lack with her tight little asshole, 
and | am enjoying filling her cavity. And it 
seems | am starting to grow again. Just think 
of all the other girls in the store who might 
need instructions on how to please their 
husbands. 

A word of caution is in store: eat right, take 
your vitamins, and get some rest—| lost ten 
pounds the first month. But then, what a way 
to go! —Pu,, adaress withheld 


Giving for Charity 

It's that time of year when | do volunteer 
work for a community charity. We spend 
several weeks obtaining pledges from the 
various members of the community. Nor- 
mally, we go in teams of two, because it 
seems to work better in obtaining commit- 
ments and seems to put the visited a little 
more at ease. 

It was last Saturday, and the other mem- 
ber of my team could not make it; so | was 
by myself when | called on one of the 
families on my list, consisting of the parents 
and two young children. | arrived at about 
1:00 pm. and the lady met me at the door 
and invited me in, explaining that she was 
sorry but her husband had just left with the 
kids for the local football game and would 
not be back until about 6:00 em. She insisted 
that we have a Coke and a sandwich to- 
gether while | discussed the needs of the 
charity with her, because she was the one in 
the family who determined how much to 
give. I'll call her Elaine. She was not a beauty, 
but she was nice-looking, sort of solidly 
built, and not fat (probably 140 pounds) and 
perhaps thirty-five to forty years of age. I'm 
only twenty-four and cannot always judge a 
woman's age. 


If coupon is removed, send $9.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling to Harmony Products, 880 3rd Ave., New York, NY 10022. 


THE TRUTH ABOUT 
PENIS ENLARGEMENT 


New report reveals results of latest 
medical findings on effective techniques 


Despite all recent attempts at downplaying its signifi- 
cance, penis size can have great relevance to the individual. 
Concern is not restricted to those with below average 
dimensions. The source of anxiety may be physical, psy- 
chological, pathological or any combination of the three. 
Of course much of the modern concern with penis size 
may be related to exaggerated reports in the press or 
quack claims about penis enlargement. Whatever the case 
may be, there has been until recently a marked sparsity 
of reliable medical information and experimental results. 

Now, for the first time, after years of extensive research 
Brian Richards M.D. reveals the medical facts about penis 
enlargement. In his new book, ‘The Penis’, all doubt is fi- 
nally removed about the significance ofthe effective meth- 
ods of penis enlargement. He thoroughly explains each 
method and brings to bear the definitive results obtained 
from scientifically controlled experiments. 


Irrational? 


However irrational it might ap- 
pear, every man would like to 
have a large penis. It is the rare 
individual that has had an oppor- 
tunity at exact size comparison 
because men are most often too 
deeply troubled to face it openly. 
The fear of unfavorable compari- 
son is much too threatening— 
and it stems from the deep sense 
of competition that is inherent in 
all males. 

This irrational fear is espe- 
cially prominent in modern civili- 
zation, where a man's aggres- 
sive instinct has had to be lim- 
ited in its forms of expression to 
comparing bank balances and 
conversational skills. The fact of 
the matter is that, on the list of 
deep seated anxieties, feelings 
of inadequacy in these non-sex- 
ual matters are only secondary. 
The changing fashions and cults, 
the ascendancy of religion, na- 
tions, urbanization and industri- 
alization have all left one thing 
unaffected: man’s supreme ded- 
ication to the ‘penis’, loyally sec- 
onded and envied by his women- 
folk. 


Psychological? 

Though many of the advan- 
tages of a large penis are just 
imagined, the psychological ad- 
vantage is real. It is only natural 
to think that something bigger 
and better will behave that way. 
And the truth is that the vast 
majority of women do think that 
way. Dr. Richards explains that 
this preference is not completely 
due to just psychological pres- 
sures or social coercion. ‘The 
explanation for the women's 
choice is that a thick penis 
causes greater stretching of the 
sphincter and a greater feeling 
of being filled.” 


A Goal 


There is little doubt then that 
the big penis is a worthwhile 
goal. But is it achievable? Must 
the individual suffering from feel- 
ings of anxiety due to either a 


real or imagined inadequacy 
continue to suffer? Naturally in 
recent years the press and 
media have been used as an ef- 
fective source of unreliable mis- 
information in this highly sensi- 
tive topic. Questions about the 
feasibilty of penis enlargement 
methods have been discussed in 
the available literature by those 
least qualified to comment. Vari- 
ous methods have been adver- 
lised as being effective when 
they are really nothing but fancy 
gadgets that do absolutely noth- 
ing. The result of Dr. Richards’ 
study are unequivocal: ‘You can 
definitely enlarge the size of the 
Penis." The problem then is— 
how? Which methods’ work, 
which are just rip-offs and fancy 
quackery. 


Medical Results 


Years of extensive scientific- 
ally controlled medical experi- 
mentation went into the making 
of “The Penis."" A most inter- 
esting example was that used 
to test for the effectiveness of 
one particular method of en- 
largement. This particular trial 
was designed to last for a period 
of three months and a follow-up 
period of three months. The tech- 
nique involved precise methods 
for measuring the length and 
width of the penis of selected 
subjects. These subjects were 
chosen from the broadest pos- 
sible range within the male pop- 
ulation. After collection of initial 
basic data the patients were in- 
structed in one particular method 
of penis enlargement, which is 
described in detail. 

Changes began to be recorded 
during the second week. At the 
end of the experimentation pe- 
tiod, the average length increase 
was 17% and the average 
breadth increase was 16%. 
Among a second similarly se- 
lected group of subjects who 
were not instructed in the penis 
enlargement method, no increase 
in penis size was found. 

The following is a table of 
results obtained. 


LENGTH GIRTH 
Case Start- End- Change Start End- Change 
No Age ing ing of ing ing of 

1 19 5.5 6.5 1.0 5.6 6.6 1.0 

2 36 6.5 7.4 9 5.8 6.6 8 

3 60 5.9 6.9 1.0 5.9 6.9 1.0 

11 44 6.1 7.2 Ay 5.0 5.9 8 

13 31 6.4 7.4 1.0 5.2 6.1 93 
15 64 Dropped out of trial 

17 20 6.0 7.2 1.2 5.0 6.0 1.0 

27 2 5.9 7.1 1.2 5.2 6.1 9 

Total 298 423 49.7 7.4 37.7 44.2 6.5 

Mean 37.25 6.0 71 1.1 5.4 6.3 9 

is always factual and authentic. 
Exposed As a French reviewer de- 


Yet there are many methods 
of enlargement which are not 
nearly so successful. As by this 
time is widely known, there are 
many products advertised on the 
open market which are useless. 
Dr. Richards exposes the truth 
about these exploitive tech- 
niques and shows you pure hard 
evidence that they just don't 
work. More importantly he dis- 
cusses those which do work and 
why. With the precision and ob- 
session for fact that only an 
experienced medical specialist 
could have, he illustrates the 
physiological factors involved in 
enlarging the penis. Step by step 
—detail by detail, he describes 
the effective methods, how to 
employ them, and how long it 
will take to achieve remarkable 
results. 


Acclaimed in Europe 


Dr. Richards achievement is 
truly a landmark. After years of 
intensive clinical study and re- 
search, the truth is finally re- 
vealed about topics previously 
considered to be of the most sen- 
sitive nature. Often shocking, it 


New York, N.Y. 10017 


Gentlemen: 


sales tax.) 


Name 


| enclose $9.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling, a total of 
$10.70.Please rush me all the information about penis enlarge- 
ment contained in The Penis by Dr. Brian Richards in a plain 
package today. | may return it for an immediate refund if, for 
any reason, !'m not satisfied. (N.Y. residents add applicable 


scribed it, “Most enlightening. 
It opens one’s eye.” In Germany 
the reaction was similar. A busi- 
ness executive from Berlin com- 
mented. “It was actually bizarre 
at times. It seems that truth can 
really be stranger than fiction. It 
contains an arsenal of informa- 
tion." Perhaps the most reveal- 
ing comment comes from one of 
Dr. Richasds’ assistants: “It is 
the work of a physician who 
brings to bear a vast warehouse 
of experience, knowledge and 
training ...in order to enlighten.” 

It is time then to clear up the 
confusion and end the exploita- 
tion of unnecessary anxiety. 
This definitive study is now avail- 
able in America: ‘The Penis" by 
Dr. Brian Richards. To obtain 
your copy simply fill out the 
coupon below. Let the power 
of modern medical science work 
for you. 


IRON CLAD GUARANTEE 
If for any reason you are not 
satisfied with the important 
information contained in The 
Penis, just return it within 10 
days for an immediate refund. 


HARMONY BOOKS DEPT. HB-118 
P.O. Box 2088, Grand Central Station 


Signature —____ = 


Address 


{! am over 18 years old) 


City 


Montreal, Quebec H3C3L4 


State Zip = 
Canadian residents send orders to: M.A.P. Inc., P.O. Box 7050, Station A, 


() BankAmericard [ 


Interbank No. 


Sign your name as it appears on credit card 
Master Charge 
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Mo. Year 


pontraceptive brands (50 condo 


in all) for only $10. 


Enjoy all the nationally advertised brands you've 
been wanting to use... . privately, and at major 
discounts, 


Federal, America’s oldest and 
largest ‘mail order condom 
prophylactic firm, offers you 
names like Trojans, 
ScentualsT™, Ramses, 
ArouseT™, and Stimula. All” 
orders shipped same day — 
received, in plain wrapper, 
pets miss this excellent 
pportunity .. . at these 
outstanding prices, 


r 
| Federal Pharmacal, Inc. Dept. PH477 
1 6652 N. Western Ave., Chicago, IL 60645 
| Please Rush (1n plain wrap) oa 
1 © $4.00 Discovery Sampler Ns 
1 5 Brands—15 condoms 
1 [) $10.00 Variety Sampler 
Brands—50 condoms 
(© $22.00 Bonus Sampler 
12 Brands—144 condoms 
($42.75 value) 
Full color catalog free with order 
Check______Cash 


jesewseyd /€49pas L161 @ 


Le rence meraranereran aaron araras 


City State Zip 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded 


i 
| 
1 
Enclosed is: 
! 
! 
| 
1 
! 
! 


Vibrator Massager 


Gently massage away tension and deeply 
stimulate local circulation. Perfect for 


every part of every body! 3 sizes available: 


$ 5.95 
© Executive Model $14.95 


SAVE $2.90 
O All three Models $22.95 
Add 65¢ postage & hand- 
ling. Add $2 for rush or- 
ders shipped in 1 day (ist 
class mail). Applies w/cash 
or m.o. remittance only. & 
MAYER'S HOUSE CO. Ge 


3400 Montrose Bivd. / Dept. 
Houston, Texas 77006 
(M35) by Maurice North— 

the author explores the ye ba $ 
fetishism and its connec- MS >, & 
tion to punishment and + ¥ 
bondage. The discussion 

of its pervasiveness has ve 

the concept of ‘‘normalcy." 

Penthouse price $6.95. 

Send your check or money 

order plus 75¢ postage ¥\ “Sun 
Rainbird, P.O. Box 548, Y 

New York, N.Y. 10022. 

N.Y. residents add 8% 

sales tax. 


phenomenon of rubber 

interesting implications to 
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FIFTH GREAT PRINTING! 


She eventually suggested that she show 
me through the house. She was very thor- 
ough in explaining the various paintings, 
many of which she had done herself, and the 
various plants, of which she had many. And 
the next thing | knew, we were in her bed- 
room. She was explaining that they had twin 
beds, not because she liked them, but be- 
cause her husband really didn’t care for sex. 
She looked at me and asked, “Can you 
understand any man not wanting sex?” 
Naturally, | answered, “No, | can’t; he must 
be unique.” That was when she just put her 
arms around me and proceeded to give me 
one of those cock-hardening kisses as she 
slid her tongue into my mouth and began 
feeling my cock through my pants at the 
same time. When she felt my hard-on, she 
just said, “Let's” and started to slip her dress 
off. Naturally, | followed suit. 

She was really hungry for love. She pulled 
me on top of her and was guiding my cock 
into her without any foreplay other than 
continuing to kiss me at the same time. Her 
pussy was wet and dripping before | ever 
got inside of her, and after about five min- 
utes more, we were both coming at the same 
time. She was pumping her ass up at me so 
hard that | was afraid she was going to throw 
me off. Her action was so violent: could she 
ever fuck! We had one more fuck—with a 
blowjob in between—and then we got 
dressed. She asked me to leave the pledge 
card with her and said that | should come 
back two weeks later on Saturday afternoon 
at about the same time. She was sure that 
she would have a good pledge to make at 
that time. The rest of my calls that day were 
very easy and pleasant, because | was so 
relaxed. —R.C., Portland, Oreg. 


Jaws 

Last year my wife and | met a couple who 
are in their early twenties (we're in our early 
thirties) and have as keen an interest in 
flying as we do. Our mutual relationship 
grew over the months, and we became very 
close friends. When | was notified that | was 
to go overseas (I'm in the air force), | in- 
formed the couple that we should fly off fora 
weekend of fun and relaxation along the 
coast. 

We landed at a resort with a deserted 
beach (it was the off-season), got our rooms, 
donned our bathing suits, and swam out into 
the surf. 

We remained on the beach until after dark 
and decided to go skinny-dipping. While we 
were in water about four and one-half feet 
deep, we started tinkering with the girls. 
With the water warm and the waves the right 
height, we started “waving.” Waving is a 
form of water fucking with the female seated 
firmly on the male's lap facing him. Her legs 
can be around his butt or waist and held 
slightly loose. As a wave passes, the two 
bodies are forced together, then apart, and 
then together again. 

Another game we played the next day is 
called “Jaws.” Jaws was everyone's favorite. 
One person is Jaws and swims up to an- 
other, gently biting whatever is handy. You 
are not allowed to fight Jaws and cannot use 


NOW YOU CAN 


PROLONG kh 
OEXUAL 


RELATIONS 


AS LONG AS YOU 
WISH...WITHOUT 
LOSING CONTROL! 


A learned sexologist has discovered an easy to use, uni- 
quely new sex miracle that INSTANTLY allows you to maintain 
the male erection as long as you want... while completely 
eliminating premature and untimely climax. 

When you apply “ULTRA-STALONG” you are immediately 
ready to begin...and continue the sex act with any partner, 
the way you want—at any tempo you want... without ever los- 
ing control! 

“ULTRA-STALONG” is completely non-detectable so she'll 
never know you're using it. It's also greaseless, odorless, 
non-toxic and 100% safe. No more “straining” or “holding 
back.” “ULTRA STALONG” will never let you down. 

For your privacy. “ULTRA-STALONG” is mailed in a plain 
envelope complete with instructions. If not fully satisfied, 
simply return the label within 10 days for full refund. NOTE: 
NOT available in stores. Sold ONLY through the mail. 

Do not accept imitations. “ULTRA-STALONG” is the only 
GENUINE potency product. 


Passes ORDER TODAY eben es aneresay 


Send Cash, Check or Money Order To: 

SHORE PRODUCTS, Dept. P-477 

Box 427, Bronxville. New York 10708 

130-Day Supply $5.95 160-Day Supply $8.95 (SAVE $2.95) 
(90-Day Supply Only $10.95 (SAVE $6.90) 
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Not Only Ribbed 
Hundreds of Raised “Pleasure Dots’”™ 
To Stimulate Her 
To Higher Levels of Sexual Excitement 


At last a perfect blend of contraceptive and stimulator, 
Not like other textured condoms with conventional rib- 
bing. This exclusive condom has ribbing and raised “Plea- 
sure Dots” that are more pronounced . . . raised higher for 
greater stimulation. But that's not all. - . it's the only con- 
dom with texturing all over the condom. Eleven textured 
rings on the head, hundreds of embossed dots on the shaft. 
Texture Pius is preshaped and so thin it lets you feel like 
you're wearing nothing at all. Gently lubricated to work 
with natural secretions for extra sensitivity. It's the condom 


you've been waiting fort 


Try our Exectitive Sampler. 
featuring Texture Pius, 
BOLD 45™ (world’s 
only color condom 
that's textured); 
and more. 

SATISFACTIO! 

GUARANTEED 

OR FULL REFUND 


Population Planning Associates, Dept. DPHW-9 
403 Jones Ferry Road, P.O. Box 400 
Carrboro, N.C. 27510 
Please rush me in an unmarked package 
CI Texture Plus (wallet of 10 condoms) 
C) Executive Sampler 
(30 condoms, featuring Texture Plus) $11.50 
O Deluxe 40-page catalog free with order. 
(Featuring clothing, sex aids, books, condoms, 
and more) Catalog alone 25¢ 
Name 
Address 


City State  ——_ 
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ©1976, PPA 


$5.25 


your hands or legs to keep Jaws away, If the 
bite is considered to be fatal by the others, 
then Jaws eats the one bitten, Believe me, it 
pays off if you are in good shape and are 
able to hold your breath for a long time! After 
you've been eaten, then you become Jaws 
and search for prey. To add a touch of spice 
to the game, we decided to blindfold Jaws. 
You never know whom you'll bite, and Jaws 
musteat! 

Up on the shore for a noon rest, we took 
turns putting suntan lotion on each other, We 
really had fun seeing who could stay still 
while the others oiled up his or her untanned 
areas. Occasionally, someone with an oily 
finger would say “Oops!” and the others 
would grin, nobody really caring who 
goosed whom as long as everyone enjoyed 
it. Evening came, and we took off for our 
return home. 

Now that | am overseas with my wife, who 
knows? Maybe someone with an interest in 
flying will come along. —J., APO, San Fran- 
cisco, Calif. 


Pool pet 

Our next-door neighbor's wife is a well- 
preserved mother of six in her mid-forties. 
My wife and | also have six children; so the 
teenage activity is intense around our 
houses. Also we both have swimming pools, 
and | would like to relate this pool fantasy 
that has grown into a sex affair with this lady. 
Because of the inhibitions of our respective 
mates, that is the extent of it. 

With this lady | have carried on a stimulat- 
ing flirtation and fondling game most of the 
summer around our pools. She is a well- 
read, refined type who has a helluva fine ass, 
a good-looking set of quivering but firm tits, 
and a nicely rounded belly. Getting totally 
private in two households such as ours 
would be next to impossible. However, with 
our neighborly swimming-pool relationship, 
we have been able to go beyond the 
squeeze-and-pat and appreciative, know- 
ing-look stage. She often will gaze intently 
at my bulging crotch when she feels as- 
sured no one else except me will be the 
wiser, and that just serves to enflame my 
straining cock held down in my brief swim- 
tights. Our teenage daughters have even 
commented that “dad looks too bullish” in 
his swimtights. But even with all their teen- 
age friends flouncing around our two pools, 
my main sexual attraction still has been this 
lady and our continuing flirtations. 

On one occasion my fantasy lady came 
out in a very fetching new bikini, and we 
raced underwater to the deep end. Having 
surfaced breathlessly under the diving 
board, we just happened to have the pool to 
ourselves; so | whispered, “You look good 
enough to eat,” and she countered, “So do 
you.” The pool crowd was in the other yard, 
enjoying homemade ice cream: so | play- 
fully reached down and got a good handful 
of her puffy pussy and firmly squeezed it. 
She surprised me by returning the favor and 
hoarsely whispering, “Lordy, you area well- 
hung stud. You'd make any gal mean.” 

This is how our flirtation-filled summer 
progressed until fall. 


es, you can have a FULL COLOR 
POSTER blown up from you 
color photo or slide at a fractio 
of the price. All color posters 
printed on Kodak paper. 
[4JGreat gift idea! 


aN YOURSELE UP 


into a FULL COLOR POSTER at Unbelievable jow Cost! 
Low COST BLACK & WHITE BLOWUPS TOO! 

FULL COLOR POSTERS 2 ft.x3 ft, $3.50 Lominoted 
1 ft. x 1; ft. $2.00 Posters upto 


Dept. 78, Box 120, Miami Beach, Fla 33139 
SS ee eee ee ee 


NOTICE: RECORD RATERS WANTED ie eee 


' A ‘50] 19 ft, x2 ft, $2.50 2 #1.x3 ft. 
p ----only $12.50] 3 ft. x4 ft, 


No experience required. Each month we shi $7.50 add’l. $3.00 
you NATIONAL LP's to rate. “You keep LP's, ’ i edi SBMS eck ek 
We pay postage. In return for your opinion you] ey fverr COlGt Peslet Oraetebe: @ Pete os Bed dosy 
“ white some size. Black and White Duplicotes 50% off, Add 50 

can build your LP collection. A small member- each item, hondling. For prompt calvary py nnine & oddress ves 
Ship fee is required. "First come basis.” Send back of photo. Send check, cash or M.O. N.Y. residents add op- 
no money. For application write: Propriote soles tax. If you send slide or negative, add $1.00 for 
National Music. Dept. N, 3725 N. 126th St. each size. Shipped U.P, S, insured add $1.50 per item. 
Brookfield, Wi 53005 
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BEFORE 


UNDERWIRED 
Holds ‘n Molds! 


CUT-OUT CAPER 

Sheer nylon baby doll 

with cut out design 
Matching crotchless bikini, 
Black, Red or Hot Pink 


MIGHTY MITE 

Brief, sheer crotchiess 
panty has high-cut legs, 
lots of lace. Black, White 
or Red nylon tricot. 


Sm. Tie oe et 
3 for $8.50; é size fits all, 
Bees $3 each ) #3-4148 $9 the set x 
NATURAL NIPPLES DARING DEMI-BRA [ 


Underwired! Siack-and-White satin — 


Underwired nylon lace half-cups 


1ift the Breasts, leave the nipples stripes. Sexy ribbon-trim lace | : 
uncovered. Ribbon trim on adjust- on cups and adjustable straps. i we % o | 
able straps. White with Blue trim Order in sizes 32, 34, 36 or 38. ) 
or Black with Red trim No cup sizes necessary. | 
or to os P cups: +: #4-5301 33 j 
#4-5150 to cups: $9. } 
8 34 to 36 D cups: $10. SPICE 'N SASS \ \f 


Tempting garter belt In glorious 7 
striped Satin glow, lovely lace trim. 
Order waist sizes sen or 28”. . 


SHOW OFF 
French-cut, crotchless panties 10 
match our Natural Nipples Bra 
White with Blue trim or Black with 
Red. Small, Medium, Large, SPIDER LADY 
(E) #4-5279 2 for $8.44; $4.50 each Nylon tish-net stockings! Slip 
over your legs and s-t-r-e-t-c-h up 
BRA-VO BEAUTY 


to 48 inches long. Sanda! foot. 
Your beautiful breasts are cupped Biack only. One size fits all. 
with little hidden underwiring.  # $5 

Spaghetti halter straps {lift you 
up in this {ront-opening gown. 
Sheer nylon tricot. Black or 
Blue. Small, Medium. Large. 
#3-4794 $15 


MAN ALIVE! (HIS) 


\._ The least makes much of 
\ the most in this wet-look 


\ Black or Nude nylon 
| 


TIE INTO THIS 
Sheer romper slips over your 
head, under your crotch and 
ties around your hips. Black 
or Red nylon tricot. 
One size fits all. 
{K) #3-4299 


$12 
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G-string for guys. 
One size fits all. 
(E) #5-9322 


2 for $6.75 


\ al > | Mass OF HOLLYWOnm — —< —_ 
money back Sep 8812 Hollywood Boulevara Dace ares 
* uarantee A q Hollywood. Calitornia 90028 
5 4 wel the following styles jorder Dy Style Numbe, | 
| 
ox I Style No [ ov. [ size] i] F 
CATALOG =~ 


with your order or send 

$2 for 11 issues(one full year) 
or $3 for a two-year 
subscription of 
Frederick's of 
Hollywood giant 


B terete s _ — Oecre: | 
dd $1.25 shipping charge fina = 29 I 

9 Charge f 
I Add 75¢ each additional stem a se 


Call. residents add 6% tax SORRY. NO C.0.0%; 
. | a7 


fashion-filled I Name : J 

catalog, Hundreds I 

of all-girl dresses, \ | Addioss 

shoes, lingerie, a ’ — I 

foundations, , | ricks* I a Be 

sportswear, redericKs Storeng right now —~ BUT RUSH ME Youn GATArSor I 
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Dyed? subscription) 
—— = es os 


175 


A duertised Brands! 


Yationally 
CONDOMS BY MAIL 
Sent First Class In Unmarked Wrappers. 


End using sensation deadening condoms. Get gossamer 
thin sensitive condoms designed for sexual pleasure. 


nee O 15 Fourex $10 0 36 Ramses $10 
O 48 Stimula $12 O 24 Natural 
D 12 for$3 C48 Awakeners $10 Lamb $13.75 


O24 for $6 
© 100 for $20 Shipped in 24hours. O * EXE- 
CUTIVE PACK —3 each of the 
top ten most SENSUOUS, GOS- 
SAMER THIN, condoms $10: 
(Sensual awakener, Sheik Sensi- 
Cream, Featherlite, Fiesta. Stim- 
ula, lubricated Trojans, and others.) 
D 12 condoms (4 different brands) 
only $3. O Deluxe package (6 idfferent kinds) 24 
condoms $6.0 Super Deluxe package 100 condoms 
(8 different kinds) $20. For air-mail add $1 postage. 


World Population Control, Dept. 178 
P.O. Box 802 East Orange, New Jersey 07019 


Sold on Money Back Guarantee 


SEXUAL DIFFICULTIES? 


SPURIOUS 


SPANISH FLY SUGAR 


Throughout the cultures of the world, a vast attortment of folk remedies 
and powers for virility exist both in legend and in practice. After 
researching these tales. we have reproduced a number of those potions 
which contain the secret ingredients thal the ancients employed for sexual 
prowess ond fulfillment, Two of the most popular patsion potions are 
Spuriout Spanith Fly Sugar and Korean Ginseng. Both powders can 
Produce @ very stimulating effect when used properly Moces easily with 
ery food oF liquid. 
KOREAN 


GINSING 


Each One Ounce Potion: $6.00 (Please Specify) — Buy one of each for 
$10.00. Must be over 21. Please state your age 
Add 65¢ portage and handling Add $2.00 for Rush Orders shipped in one 
Gay (1st Class Mail). Appties with cath or money order remittance only, 
MAYER'S HOUSE COMPANY 
3400 Montrose Biv, Dept PH4 + Houston. Texas 77006 


Have You 
Experienced 


THE WONDERFUL 
WORLD OF 
PENTHOUSE SEX? 


An ecstatic ride through the joyous, uninhibited, 
free wheeling places and people of Contempo- 
rary Eroticism. This volume brings together the 
best from the past 5 years of PENTHOUSE 
Magazine. 


Fantasies * Love Communities * Threesomes 
* Lesbianism * Teenage Sex * New Trends 
and Old Favorites * Massage Parlors * 
Orgasms * 


Truly, this has something for everyone. Raw, hu- 
morous, thoughtful and outrageous. Send check 
or money order for $7.95 (plus $1.00 for postage 
and handling) to: PENTHOUSE BOOK SO- 
CIETY, Dept. PH62, 909 Third Ave., N.Y., 
N.Y. 10022. NYC residents add 8% sales tax. 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
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We both look forward to the reopening of 
the pools this spring.— Name and address 
withheld 


Nursery rhyme 

Last year | was in the hospital for a few days 
for some minor surgery. | was there for three 
days and, just as you might expect, | be- 
came quite friendly with one of the nurses. 
Or should | say, she became quite friendly 
with me. Her name was Pat, and she was 
about twenty-four, very slim and trim with the 
Craziest legs in the world, lovely brown hair 
and eyes, and a delicious smile. We talked’a 
lot and quite freely as | was in a private room. 
She seemed to be interested in my social 
life, and during our conversations, she did a 
fantastic job of flashing her dynamite legs, 
always with an inviting smile on her lovely 
face. She talked about my sex life more and 
more when she discovered that just talking 
would turn me on and give me quite a rise. 
She would look at my hard-on under the 
sheets, smile, and then find some excuse to 
leave the room, while | lay there frustrated. 

The night before | was scheduled to leave, 
she came into the room to say good-bye 
because she wouldn't be there the next day 
when | left. She laughed, saying, “I bet you 
got quite a thrill every time the doctor 
probed your ass with his finger’ | said, it had 
no particular effect; so she said “Well, if it's 
done in a special way, you know, you can get 
an orgasm. Especially if a girl does it” 
Needless to say, after a few minutes of 
teasing, she said she would do it for me. She 
sat on a chair beside the bed, facing the 
door (as you can understand) and told me to 
turn on my side. She lifted the sheet, and her 
hand gently rubbed my ass, and she giggled 
as she saw | immediately got a hard-on. One 
of her hands spread my ass cheeks, and the 
other, with some kind of grease or jelly on 
her finger, she slipped into my ass hole. 
Slowly, she got her whole finger in, twirled it, 
and when she found the spot she wanted 
she worked me over, and believe it or not, | 
shot a load right then and there. It was 
fantastic. She used a washcloth and clean- 
ed my cock. After much persuasion, she 
gave me her phone number and kissed me 
good-bye. 

A few days later | finally reached her on 
the phone at her apartment. She teased me 
on the phone about what she did to me in 
the hospital, and asked if | was getting a 
hard-on, which | was. It wasn’t long before 
she had me begging to come over to her 
place for another hand probing, and she 
finally consented. When | arrived at her 
apartment, | was surprised to find there were 
two other girls there. Pat was in her nurse's 
uniform, but the other girls were in tight 
jeans and halters. After she introduced her 
friends, Pat said, “Well, are you ready to have 
your ass orgasm?” | asked about the other 
girls there, but she said she would do it only 
if the girls could watch. | hesitated, but not 
for long, and she smiled and said, “Okay, 
take off your clothes and lie on the bed.” It 
was a peculiar but rather enjoyable feeling 
to undress in front of the girls. They were 
enjoying it, too, their faces smiling teasingly. 


DELUXE 
CORDLESS 
MASSAGER! 


Everyonecanusethiscordless 
health and beauty aid! Gen- 

tle, relaxing massage . 
| perfect for every part of 
|the body: scalp massage, 
facial toning, penetrating spot massage. Unique tubular 
shape with smooth contours relaxes muscles and re- 
lieves tension! Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
refunded. DELUXE Model—7!4" x 14". Complete 


assortment of attachments, battery included, $9.95. 
ECONOMY Model—7” x 114". Operates on flashlight 
battery (not included), $3.95. 


MINI-G 


New and exciting de- 


scribes our briefest 

panty —what you see 

is what you get. Deli- 

cate fringe top, soft 

nylon crotch. Latest vi- 

brant colors. One size 

fits all. Specially priced. $3.95. wn, 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL REFUND 


ADAM & EVE, Dept. DPHV-1 
403 Jones Ferry Rd., P.O. Box 400 
Carrboro, N.C. 27510 
Please rush me in an unmarked package: 
(0 DELUXE VIBRATOR (with attachments) 
CO ECONOMY MODEL 
OO MINI-G 
0 Deluxe 40-page catalog free with order 
(Featuring clothing, sex aids, books, condoms 
and more e. Catalog alone 25¢ 


© Caress is softer and 
more pliable than any 
other vibrator. 

¢ You can fondle and bend Caress. 
e You can manipulate Caress to suit 
your own whims and desires. 

Yet... Caress is firm—like the real thing. 

When you receive Caress, you or your 
lover should hold it in the palm of your 
hand and feel its divinely exciting tex- 
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along 
its length. 

Now, allow yourself to experience the 
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Do 
it! Take firm hold of Caress and discover 
all its beautiful secrets. 

Don't permit yourself to settle for any- 
thing less. ORDER CARESS NOW! Ex- 
perience “the Delicate Difference.” 


Harmony Products Dept. CR-108 
P.O. Box 2088, Grand Central Station | 
New York, N.Y. 10017 | 
Enclosed please find my check or money order 
for $12.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling, 
Please rush me Caress—the Vibrator with the 

| “Delicate Difference” in a plain package today. | 


| Name _ = | 
Signature 

| I'm over 18 years of age | 
Address = = | 

LCity_ ee. 7 = 


When | was naked, Pat said, “Now, nurse Pat 
will give you just what you need so badly, 
won't she? Get on your knees. Rest your 
head and arms on the pillow so your ass will 
stick up in the air. Are you comfortable?" | 
said | was, and her hands felt my ass as she 
said,“Now, watch, girls. Watch how quickly 
his cock gets hard. Isn't that cute?” The girls 
giggled as they sat on the edge of the bed, 
watching intensely. Pat said, “Now why don't 
each of you girls spread his ass so | can 
stick my finger in it, okay?” The girls were 
very ready to oblige as | felt their soft, 
smooth hands spreading my ass. Pat said, 
"Good. Now a little KY on my finger” and 
with that | felt her finger probing my ass hole. 
Her finger was deep in my ass, massaging 
inside of me and | was sighing and moaning, 
getting ready to come already, but she said, 
“Does my little boy feel like coming now?" | 
sighed heavily that | did, and she said, “Well, 
girls, the little boy likes getting fucked in his 
ass, don't you, little boy?” Softly | said, "Yes." 
She laughed, as did the girls, and Pat said, 
“Now, tell nurse Pat to please fuck you in the 
ass. Say it. Yes, say it or I'll pull my finger out 
right now. Say It. Ask Nurse Pat to please 
fuck you in your ass.” | hesitated, but she 
knew | couldn't resist so | said, “Yes. Yes, 
Nurse Pat, please fuck ... fuck me... in my 
... ass...” They all laughed, and one of the 
girls said, “Yeah, Pat, give it to him... Fuck 
his ass good.” And with that, Pat shoved her 
finger and massaged, and | shot a hot load. | 
must confess it was the most intense 
orgasm | ever had, and Pat knew it. She 
cleaned my cock and told me to lie on my 
back, and then she took off her uniform and 
was completely nude. Fantastic. 

She smiled, saying, “Did my little boy like 
that fucking in his ass?” | said | did very 
much, and she sat beside me, her nude 
body already driving me wild. “Well” she 
said as she put that finger to my lips, “show 
nurse Pat how much you loved it. Thank her 
by licking the finger that was in your ass- 
hole. Lick it, little boy.” 

| licked. Yes, | licked as the girls all 
laughed at the sight of it. Pat said, “Tastes 
good, doesn't it?” | didn't know what to say; 
so she said, “Of course it did. Now, nurse Pat 
will give you a taste of her delicious ass." 
With that she straddled my face, her ass 
right above my mouth, and looking down at 
me she said, “Okay, ass licker, taste my 
delicious ass. Lick my ass.’ My tongue 
obeyed and began licking her. | tongued her 
till she had a climax. When she got off my 
face, | realized the other girls were now nude, 
too. | was quivering with desire at the sight of 
the three young, gorgeous bodies in front of 
me, and my cock was sticking up like a pole. 
Pat said, “If you were home now looking at a 
magazine with pictures of three young, love- 
ly nude girls, you would jerk off, wouldn't 
you, little boy?" | said | would; so they 
laughed as Pat said, “Well, there are two 
things men hate to be called. They hate to be 
called an ass licker or a jerk-off. Well, you 
have shown us you are an ass licker, so now 
jerk yourself off so you can show us what a 
jerk-off you are. Come now, jerk it off” My 
hand slowly grabbed my hard prick, and she 


Intensifies Sexual Responsiveness 


locks all attachments in place. 
Only $24.95. And it’s fully guaranteed. 


Sensory Research Corp., Dept. 5-026 


Please send 


© BankAmericard 


Account No. 


Oo Master Charge. 


Name 


SS SS SS 


© Sensory Research Corp., 19 


City State 


5 Lawrence Street, Bloomfield, N.J. 07003 


Prelude 3 Systems @ $24.95 ea., postpaid. 
I enclose 0 Check or O Money Order for $. : 


Exp. Date 


Address 


Outside Continental U.S., please add $1.50 for shipping. In N.J., add sal 


I'm awoman-and I'm not 
ashamed to admit that 
I enjoy sex... 

I honestly believe that sex— good sex—is a woman’s 
right! | want my man to know what pleases me. But, 


like many women, I had a problem. Orgasm hasn't 
always come easily. Sometimes not at all. 


Then I read about Prelude 3. This new System was 
everything I hoped for—and more. My husband and I 
immediately accepted it as a natural and exciting part 
of our lovemaking. 


Zip 


The original Stimula, with 765 raised ribs on 
the shaft, was the first condom designed by 
scientists to help a woman reach orgasm 

Now. there's a new Stimula with 112 extra ribs 
on the head, to make it even more effective 

First, upon penetration, these new head-ribs 
massage the clitoris and the mouth and lips of the 
vagina. 


Then, the raised ribs on Stimula’s shaft con- 


tinue the sensations. 

Finally, Stimula’s ribbed head, now deep within 
the vagina, lets you touch your woman in a way no 
man has touched her before. 

And like the original Stimula, new Stimula is 
also shaped and silicone lubricated. 

Send for a sample of the new, ribbed-head 
Stimula today. 


THE STIMULA RIBBED CONDOM 
Ly 


Stamford Hygienics Inc., Dept. PH-36 
114 Manhattan otreet Stamford, Conn. 06904 

Please send me (check box): 

DO $4 sampler of 12 Stimula 

OC $4samplerof 3 Stimula and 12 other condoms 


0 $25 super sampler of 120 condoms including 
Stimula 


| Free catalog with any order 
| O check O cash 


| Name 


0 money order 


! Address 


| City 
| 


Se rein 


For years, Sensory Research Corp. has set the standard for those seeking genuine 
sexual awareness. Now, SRC announces the Prelude 3 System. It includes: 
e The new dual-intensity vibrator. Uses standard outlet. Noiseless, hygienic. 


e A Special Stimulator™, unique to the Prelude System. Recommended by doctors, it 
is designed to provide intense sexual sensations. Nothing to insert. 

e Exclusive, illustrated Guide describes how to fully enjoy Prelude 3. 

e Four massage attachments to relax and stimulate from head to toe. New feature 


If you are not absolutely delighted with the results—for any reason—simply return 
the System within 30 days for a full and prompt refund. 


COMING IN THE 
MAY PENTHOUSE 
ON YOUR NEWSSTAND 
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WESTERN EUROPE—SKIDDING 
TOWARD CATASTROPHE 


WHAT MAKES MARTY RUN? 


A WOMAN'S RESTAURANT 


MARVIN MILLER: BASEBALL MENACE OR MESSIAH? . 


THE NYMPHO TAPES 


¥ 


snapped, “Do it. Jerk off.’ | found myself so 
obedient and began jerking off. The girls 
enjoyed it, sitting around on the bed, saying 
things like, “That's it, beat it off” “Pull that 
prick, jerk off." “Pound your prick.” “Beat your 
meat.” And then Pat's commanding, imper- 
ious voice, “That's it, jerk off, boy, jerk that 
cock of yours! Look at our bodies and beat 
your meat! Show us what a fucking jerk-off 
you are. Shoot a good load for us. If you do, 
we'll show you what wonderful things we 
have in store for you. Now, jerk that prick. 
Jerk faster. Let's see that hand pump that 
cock ... faster ... faster ... now shoot your 
load, jerk off!" 

Needless to say, before the night was over, 
| had licked all of them. Later in the evening | 
was ordered to shoot off on the ass of one of 
the other girls. Then | was ordered to lick it 
up. This really got the girls excited, seeing 
me lick up my own dripping come, right off 
her smooth ass. 

It has been almost a year now, and about 
once a week or so, Nurse Pat calls me to her 
apartment to serve her and one or two of her 
girl friends. The scenes have varied accord- 
ing to the desires and whims of the girls, 
who incidentally, are mostly nurses, too. 
Only once did any of the other girls want to 
be fucked. Mostly, they enjoy being eaten, 
cunts and asses, and having me jerk off in 
front of them. | never knew there were so 
many girls who enjoy using guys just for 
their sexual satisfaction. 

Pat has just read this letter she ordered 
me to write, She wanted me to add the 
following. 

“All you men out there who read this letter, 
get with it. You know you all love being used 
by sexy girls; so become an ass-licking 
jerk-off for your girl. And for the girls that 
read this, don't think your boyfriends aren't 
hungry to be used like this; they are too shy 
to admit it. But order them around and you'll 
see how quickly they love serving your ass 
and pussy and making complete jerk-offs 
out of themselves. Guys confess a lotto me, ° 
since I'm a nurse and | know they love 
having something stuck up their ass .. But 
make them ask you for it. Part of the turn-on 
for them is having to ask to be fucked in their 
ass. Go toit, girls!’ —FM, address withheld 


Clarification: 

In my essay “Screwing Around with the First 
Amendment" (January, 1977) | charac- 
terized Al Goldstein as questioning whether 
“this kinda shit [Screw magazine] is defen- 
sible.” It has since been pointed out to me 
that the words | quoted, although they ap- 
peared in Screw, were written by a staff 
writer and should not have been attributed 
to Mr. Goldstein or taken as a reflection of his 
views.—Alan Dershowitz, Cambridge, 


Mass, Ot 


For more provocative, stimulating, and con- 
troversial letters, read the exciting Forum 
Magazine now on sale at your newsstand, 
or, for this month's copy. send $1.25 to 
Forum Magazine, Dept. HM, 909 Third Ave- 
nue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 


The Firefly ite 


It's been quite a while since should be enjoyed in moderation. 
we've had a drink as romantic Because too many Fireflys could 
looking as its name. Get cozy with — shine too brightly. 

a Firefly and you'll see what we Here's the official recipe for the 
mean. The combination of Firefly. In a tall glass with ice, pour 
Smirnoff and grapefruit juice is 1¥2 ozs. of Smirnoff, grapefruit juice, § 
irresistible. But the final, colorful a dash of grenadine. Gorgeous. - 
touch is a dash of grenadine. And delicious, 


The result is pink, tropical, easy. 
Like all good things, the Firefly 


leaves you breathless® 


AN, Eee 


ewe “DRE Sh Lr: See YTS ah a. ter 
RE SMIRNOFF FLS, (DIVISION OF HEUBLEIN, INCORPORATED ) HARTFORD. CONNECTICUT 


Box or menthol: 


Carlton 


lowest. 


See how Carlton stacks down in tar. 
Look at the latest U.S. Government figures for: 


The 10 top selling cigarettes 


tarmg./ nicotine mg. / 
cigarette cigarette 


Brand P Non-Filter 
Brand C Non-Filter 
Brand W 1g 


Brand W 100 


Brand M 

Brand S Menthol 
Brand S Menthol 100 
Brand BH 100 

Brand M Box 

Brand K Menthol 


Other cigarettes that call 
themselves low in “tar” 


7 
if 


tar mg./ nicotine mg. / 
cigarette cigarette 
Brand P Box 15 0.8 
Brand K Mild 14 0.9 
Brand W Lights 13 0.9 
Brand M Lights 13 08 
Brand D iS 0.9 
Brand D Menthol 11 0.8 
Brand V Menthol 11 0.7 
Brand V 10 0.7 
Brand M Menthol! 8 0.5 
Brand M 8 0.5 
Carlton Soft Pack 1 01 Soft pack-1 mg. 
Carlton Menthol —lessthan 1 0.1 Menthol-less than 1 mg. 
Carlton Box less than *1 *0.1 Box*-less than 1 mg. 


"Av. per cigarette by FTC method 


Less than | mg. tar. 


; . Of all brands, lowest...Cariton 70: less than 0.5 mg. tar, 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined | -05 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. '76. 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Soft Pack and Menthol: 1 mg. “tar, 0.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. ‘76. 
Box: 1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


